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BEOKEN    FETTEES. 


CHAPTER  L 


It  was  a  summer's  night,  but  owing  to  the 
absence  of  both  moon  and  stars,  it  was  a  very 
dark  one. 

As  the  wearied  Lady  Yannina  de  Matr^ 
and  her  friend  Laurina  Gavotti  ascended  the 
steep  and  narrow  path  that  led,  not  only  to 
the  castle  of  Nonza,  but  also  into  the  in- 
terior of  Capo  Corso,  a  thick  mist,  rising  from 
the  waters  of  the  gulf  below,  spread  itself 
over  the  lofty  crags  and  hung  upon  the  wallsL 
and  ramparts  of  the  fortress  like  a  shroud* 
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Vannina  felt  an  unaccountable  chill  come 
over  her  heart,  as  she  stopped  before  the  an- 
tiquated drawbridge  which  spanned  the  deep 
and  frightful  chasm  that  intervened  between 
the  narrow  road  and  the  ponderous  portals  of 
the  castle. 

This  feeling  appeared  the  more  strange  to  her 
when  she  reflected  that  this  castle  of  Non  a 
was  the  cradle  of  her  infancy.  In  her  child- 
hood her  father  had  defended  his  castle  and 
stood  a  fierce  siege  of  three  months  against 
the  combined  forces  of  France  and  Genoa, 
and  then  only  yielded  on  capitulation  most 
honourable  to  him.  It  was  shortly  after  that 
siege  and  capitulation  that  he  took  the  oath 
of  allegiance  to  Genoa,  on  certain  conditions 
—  conditions  broken  more  than  once  by  that 
perfidious  republic. 

A  note  from  the  bugle  of  her  escort,  an- 
swered from  the  walls  of  the  fortress,  caused 
the  old  drawbridge  to  be  lowered.  The 
rattling  of  the  ponderous  chain,  as  it  fell  into 
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its  place,  made  Vannina  shudder.  Having 
crossed  the  bridge,  a  small  wicket  in  the  huge 
portal  opening  into  the  court-jard,  and  at 
which  stood  two  Genoese  soldiers  with 
torches,  admitted  the  tired  ladies. 

Immediately  on  entering,  an  old  domestic, 
whom  she  well  remembered,  came  forward, 
and  looking  eagerly  and  wistfully  into  the  face 
of  his  young  mistress,  shook  his  straggling  grey 
hairs  from  his  forehead,  and  bowing  low,  but 
not  uttering  a  word,  led  the  way  into  the 
great  hall,  in  which,  notwithstanding  the 
season  of  the  year,  blazed  a  large  log  fire ; 
around  it  were  grouped  soldiers  in  the  uni- 
form of  the  republic. 

"  I  will  now  leave  you,  lady,  to  the  care  of 
your  domestics,'*  said  the  officer  who  had 
commanded  the  escort ;  "  my  duty  is  done  ;'* 
and  bowing,  without  another  word,  or  wait- 
ing for  a  reply,  he  turned  away,  and  followed 
by  his  men,  proceeded  to  another  part  of  the 
fortress. 
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'^  Well,  thanks  to  the  Virgia !"  said  Laur- 
ina,  approaching  the  fire  they  now  had  all  to 
themselves,  "  we  are  here  at  last.  So  this  is 
the  famous  fortress  of  Nonza?'*  and  she 
looked  inquu'ingly  round  the  lofty  hall, 
against  whose  sides  were  hung  old  pieces  of 
rusty  armour,  boar  spears,  weapons  of  all 
sorts  and  sizes,  ancient  and  modern,  a  tat- 
tered banner  or  two,  hanging  in  dusty  folds 
— all  looking  time-worn  and  neglected. 

"  Yes,''  replied  Vannina,  with  a  sigh,  "  this 
is  Nonza— never  a  very  cheerful  residence/' 

"  How  long  is  it  since  you  were  last  here?" 

"  Twelve  years  or  more  have  passed  and 
then  I  remained  a  few  days  only.  Our  family 
have  rarely  resided  here  since  the  siege,  when 
I  was  an  infant;  and  yet  there  is  much 
picturesque  though  wild  beauty  about  this 
fortress." 

The  old  domestic  now  came  back,  and  with 
him  his  wife,  and  a  rather  comely  woman, 
his   daughter.      The   old    couple    welcomed 
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their  lord's  daughter  to  the  home  of  her  race, 
but  the  welcome  was  sad,  and  they  appeared 
as  if  they  were  afraid  to  speak. 

"  Will  you  be  pleased,  my  lady,"  said  the 
young  woman,  whose  name  was  Martha,  "  to 
see  the  rooms  which  have  been  prepared  for 
you  ?  We  have  done  our  best,  but  the  notice 
we  received  from  the  Count  Francisco  de 
Carignano — " 

'^  Francisco  de  Carignano  !"  repeated  Van- 
nina,  looking  at  Laurina  with  a  meaning 
glance.  "You  were  right,  cara^ — we  are 
captives  to  our  worst  enemy." 

Martha  listened  to  the  words  of  Vannina 
apparently  with  great  surprise.  She  made 
no  remark,  but,  holding  a  lamp  in  her  hand, 
she  led  the  way  up  the  great  staircase  lead- 
ins:  from  the  hall.  Turnins:  to  the  rio-ht. 
and  proceeding  along  a  wide  gallery,  she 
threw  open  the  door  of  a  saloon,  in  which 
blazed  a  wood  fire — Martha  saying  she  had 
kept  fires  in  all  the  rooms  she  thought  might 


6  BROKEN    FETTERS. 

be  wanted,  as  they  were,  from  long  neglect, 
quite  damp ;  and  indeed,  in  that  elevated  re- 
gion, the  nights  were  never  too  hot. 

The  saloon  was  not  by  any  means  either 
uncomfortable  or  ill-furnished.  On  the  con- 
trary, considering  the  simple  habits  and 
primeval  customs  of  the  Corsicans,  richly 
decorated ;  for  the  Genoese  had  by  degrees 
introduced  some  of  their  luxurious  habits  and 
modes  of  living. 

Two  chambers,  one  opening  into  the  other, 
and  looking  out  upon  the  gulf  of  San  Fiorenzo 
and  the  broad  waters  of  the  Mediterranean, 
were  selected  by  the  ladies  for  their  sleeping 
chambers. 

Martha,  having  placed  a  large  silver  lamp 
upon  the  table  in  the  saloon,  retired,  with  the 
attendant  Vannina  had  selected  when  sepa- 
rated from  her  father,  to  prepare  some 
refreshment  of  a  light  kind  before  they  went 
to  rest. 

*'  All  this  appears  very  strange,  cara^^  said 
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Laurina,  seating  herself  by  the  fire.     "  I  con- 
fess I  do  not  know  what  to  make  of  it.'' 

"  I  have  very  unpleasant. feelings  with  res- 
pect to  the  issue  of  it,"  said  Vannina  ;  ''  but 
I  thank  God  you  have  been  left  to  me,  in 
this,  my  very  severe  trial.  Depend  on  it, 
this  horrid  Count  Francisco  de  Carignano  has 
some  deep  project  in  view  to  force  me  to 
accept  his  hand,  which  I  will  die  sooner  than 
do." 

^'We  will  bafB.e  him  yet,  cara — never  des- 
pair. Who  would  have  imagined  we  could 
have  enjoyed  a  fire  to-night,  after  the  baking 
heat  of  this  morning.  We  must  be  very  high 
up  some  mountain. '^ 

"You  are  on  the  very  summit  of  the 
loftiest  hill  in  Capo  Corso.  I  remember  it 
was  rarely  ever  too  warm  here  in  the 
hottest  day,  and  the  nights  are  always  cool ; 
but  here  is  Martha :  I  long  to  ask  her  a  few 
questions." 

The  young  woman,  who  seemed  both  in- 
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telligent  and  kind -hearted,  placed  the  re- 
freshment before  the  ladies,  and  urged  them 
to  take  something  after  their  long  and  fatigu- 
ing journey. 

"  Tell  me,  Martha,"  said  Vannina,  "  how 
long  have  you  been  residing  here  ?  I  have 
no  recollection  of  ever  having  seen  you." 

Martha  cast  down  her  eyes  for  a  moment, 
looking  disappointed  as  she  replied — 

"You  may  not  remember  me,  lady,  but 
when  I  was  a  little  girl  I  nursed  you  and 
carried  you  many  and  many  a  time  out  and 
about  this  old  castle.  As  to  how  long  I  have 
been  here  now,  alas  !  lady,  only  a  few  months, 
since  my  poor  husband  was  killed  at  the 
taking  of  Ajaccio  by  our  brave  country- 
men." 

Vannina  expressed  her  sorrow  at  remind- 
ing her  of  her  bereavement,  and  kindly  en- 
quired if  she  had  any  family. 

"  No,  lady,  no  family  ;  we  were  but  just 
married.     My  husband  lived  at  Neb  bio ;  he 
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had  a  small  farm,  but  he  joined  his  country- 
men under  their  unknown,  but  brave  leader, 
and  was  shot  just  as  the  garrison  surrendered; 
I  then,  lady,  returned  to  my  parents,  who 
are  getting  very  aged." 

"  When  you  came  here  first  were  the 
Genoese  soldiers  in  possession  of  this 
fortress?" 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  my  lady.  It  is  only  about 
five  days  ago  that  Count  Francisco  de  Car- 
ignano  arrived,  with  only  another  Signor 
and  an  attendant.  It  was  always  understood 
here,  on  the  estates  of  my  lord,  that  you  were 
betrothed  to  the  Count,  so  his  arrival  created 
no  surprise.  He  ordered  some  rooms  to  be 
prepared  for  your  reception,  saying  you  were 
coming  here  for  a  time  to  be  out  of  the  way 
of  the  war. 

"  Under  one  pretence  or  another,  though 
we  did  not  conjecture  anything  wrong  then, 
lie  dismissed  the  few  men  who  had  charge  of 
the    fortress,   and   the    following    night  ad- 
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mitted  about  twenty  soldiers  of  the  republic, 
saying,  '  he  wished  to  leave  a  guard  to  pro- 
tect you,  as  your  father  sided  with  the  Genoese.' 
This  we  all  knew  was  the  case,  for  none  of 
the  de  Matr4  vassals  joined  the  patriots. 

*'  The  Dext  day  large  stores  of  all  kinds 
arrived,  and  the  evening  before  you  came  the 
Count  de  Carignano  left,  telling  us  when  you 
would  be  here.     There  are  now  in  the  fortress, 
counting  the  men  who  brought  you  here,  over 
fifty   soldiers.     They  have  mounted  the  two 
old  cannons,  formerly  used  when  the  castle 
was    besieged,  upon  the  rampart  facing  the 
bridge,  and  men  are  daily  hard  at  work  re- 
pairing every  part  of  the  defences,  they  hav- 
ing been  injured  by  war  or  time ;   just,  lady, 
as     if    we    were    going    to    stand    another 
siege." 

"  So,  in  fact,  Martha,  you  had  no  idea  but 
that  I  was  coming  of  my  own  accord,  or  by 
the  wish  of  my  father  ?'' 

^'  So  we  thought,  my  lady;  and,  indeed,  up 
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to  tliis  very  morning — but  the  officer  wlio 
conducted  you  here  speaks  openly  enough. 
He  says  that  Count  Francisco  de  Carignano 
has  received  the  sanction  of  the  republic  to 
complete  his  intended  marriage  with  your 
ladyship,  and  that  afterwards  he  is  to  raise  a 
large  force  from  your  father's  vassals  to  assist 
in  this  war  against  the  Corsican  patriots." 

"  Neither  of  which  projects  will  he  be  able 
to  e£fect,"  said  Yannina,  in  a  determined  tone, 
though  it  must  be  confessed  she  looked  some- 
what paler  than  usual.  "He  may  drag  me 
to  the  altar,  but  he  can  never  force  me  to 
make  vows  my  heart  abhors;  and  as  to  forc- 
ing my  father's  vassals  to  take  up  arms 
against  their  gallant  countrymen,  even  my 
father  would  fail  in  that." 

Several  days  passed  without  any  occurrence 
taking  place  to  disturb  the  monotonous 
solitude  of  the  two  captives,  for  such,  in  truth, 
they  were.  The  views  from  the  windows  of 
the  Castle  of  Nonza  were  magnificent,  extend- 
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ing  over  a  great  extent  of  land  and  sea.  Van- 
nina  and  her  friend  were  allowed  to  take  ex- 
ercise upon  a  broad  rampart  overhanging  the 
gulf  of  San  Fiorenzo  ;  but  beyond  the  castle 
they  were  not  permitted  to  stir.  There  was 
no  garden  of  any  kind  attached  to  the  castle, 
which,  in  fact,  stood  upon  the  bare  surface  of 
a  vast  rock. 

In  the  meantime,  while  Vannina  and  her 
friend  were  enduring  the  tediousness  of  con- 
finement to  the  narrow  limits  of  the  castle  of 
Nonza,  the  Count  de  Briesbach  was  secretly 
advancing,  at  the  head  of  five  hundred  men, 
upon  the  town  and  citadel  of  Corte. 

Otho  being  aware  that  the  Count  de  Matr4 
was  suspected  by  the  commandant  of  Corte 
of  being  inclined  to  abandon  the  cause  of  the 
republic  of  Genoa,  set  it  down  in  his  own 
mind  that  de  Matra  and  his  daughter  would 
be  prevented  by  the  commandant  from  leav- 
ing their  own  mansion  ;  he  therefore  antici- 
pated finding  the  Lady   Yannina  still  at  her 
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residence  in  Corte.  Marching  mostly  during 
the  night,  and  avoiding  inhabited  parts  of  the 
country,  de  Briesbach  and  his  adventurous 
band  entered  the  difficult  gorge  of  the  moun- 
tains through  which  they  were  to  gain  the 
entrance  into  the  forest  that  lined  the  side  of 
the  mountain  opposite  the  citadel,  and  which 
extended  to  within  a  mile  of  the  town. 

In  this  wild  and  almost  impassable  defile 
Otho  halted  his  band,  while  Tomassi  and 
another  of  the  men,  simply  habited  as  peas- 
ants, went  forward  as  scouts.  They  were  to 
proceed  and  enter  the  town,  and  learn,  if 
possible,  how  matters  stood — whether  any 
knowledge  of  de  Briesbach's  movements 
were  known  or  suspected.  They  returned 
the  following  night  with  the  intelligence  that 
all  was  tranquil,  and  nothing  whatever  was 
suspected ;  that  a  very  careless  guard  was 
kept  in  the  castle,  as  the  passes  through  the 
mountains  were  well  guarded  and  [watched. 
They   had  also  learned  that    the  Count   de 
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Matr^  and  his  daughter,  with  several  of  his 
domestics,  had  left  Corte  for  his  own  estates 
in  Capo  Corso, 

This  intelligence  extremely  astonished  as 
well  as  disappointed  our  hero  ;  it  disconcerted 
some  of  his  plans.  However,  as  this  could 
not  be  remedied,  he  turned  his  thoughts  en- 
tirely upon  the  expedition  he  was  engaged  in. 
The  assault  upon  the  fortress  of  Corte  must 
be  made,  he  was  well  aware,  during  the 
night,  and  the  nights  were  short  at  that 
period  of  the  year,  and  unless  favoured  by 
the  weather,  by  no  means  dark.  His  chief 
trust  was  that  the  garrison,  relying  on  their 
outposts,  and  quite  unaware  of  a  force  ad- 
vancing against  them — for  they  had  heard  of 
Paoli's  retrograde  movement — would  keep 
but  a  careless  guard.  Unless  taken  by  sur- 
prise, Corte  was  quite  impregnable  to  any 
force  he  could  bring  against  it,  unprovided  as 
he  was  with  artillery. 

The  gorge  in  which  de  Briesbach  and  his 
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band  were  encamped  was  one  of  the  wildest 
and  most  picturesque  defiles  in  the  whole 
island.  It  had  every  appearance  of  the  bed 
of  some  mighty  torrent,  though  such  could 
not  have  been  the  case,  as  the  mountains  on 
each  side  of  it  were  not  of  sufficient  altitude 
or  extent  to  form  a  stream  capable  of 
hurling  such  vast  masses  of  rock  one  upon 
the  other.  Between  these  gigantic  rocks 
grew  those  majestic  pines  for  which  Corsica 
was  famous,  even  at  the  period  of  the  Eoman 
invasion.  There  is  a  strange  tradition  of 
which  Theophrastus  speaks:  that  the  Eomans, 
struck  with  the  size  and  vastness  of  the  woods 
in  Corsica,  built  a  prodigious  ship,  which 
carried  the  vast  number  of  fifty  sails,  and 
which  perished  in  the  ocean. 

It  wanted  two  or  three  hours  of  sunset  as 
de  Briesbach  and  his  lieutenant,  Vachero, 
armed  with  their  rifles,  left  their  men 
stretched  out  upon  the  green  spots  here  and 
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there  straggling  for  existence  among  the  wild 
debris  of  the  gorge.  They  had  lighted  fires, 
and  were,  some  of  them,  busily  engaged  in 
preparing  the  e\rening  meal  ;  some  were 
brightening  up  their  guns  and  pistols  ;  whilst 
others  were  recounting  old  traditions  to  a 
group  of  listeners  lying  with  their  feet  to- 
wards the  fire — a  custom  of  which  the  Corsi- 
cans  are  extremely  fond. 

It  was  de  Briesbach's  intention  to  ascend 
the  right  side  of  the  defile,  having  learned 
that  a  most  magnificent  prospect  of  the  entire 
west  coast  was  to  be  obtained  from  the  sum- 
mit; and  that  the  woods  above  were  greatly 
frequented  by  that  strange  animal,  peculiar 
to  Corsica,  which  the  inhabitants  call  the 
muffolo — half  stag,  half  goat — one  of  the 
wildest  animals  in  existence,  and  which,  when 
chased,  throws  itself  from  rocks  twenty 
or  thirty  feet  high,  and  pitching  upon  its 
horns  unhurt,  escapes  the  hunters. 

Active  and  vigorous,  the  young  men,  after 
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an  hour's  toil,  reached  the  summit,  and  hav- 
ing gained  the  desired  spot,  looked  down 
upon  a  view  of  the  most  striking  description. 

"  Well,  Count,  this  amply  repays  the  exer- 
tions we  have  made  to  get  here,"  said 
Vachero,  seating  himself  on  the  rock,  and 
wiping  the  perspiration  from  his  heated  brow. 
**  By  Jove  !  it's  hot  work,  though/^ 

"  There  is  not  the  slightest  doubt  of  that," 
returned  our  hero,  also  wiping  the  large  drops 
from  his  head  and  face.  "  What  a  vast  ex- 
tent of  country  lies  before  us !  we  cannot  be 
less  than  two  or  three  thousand  feet  above 
the  level  of  the  sea.  The  gorge  itself  must  be 
of  great  height,  for  we  have  been  ascending 
since  yesterday  morning.'* 

Beneath  them  an  immense  forest  stretched 
apparently  almost  to  the  sea  —  a  distance 
of  twelve  or  thirteen  miles.  Away  to  the 
ri^ht  they  could  easily  distinguish,  by  the 
deep  indenture  of  the  coast,  the  Gulf  of  San 
ri>renzo,  and  nearer  to  them  the  town  and 
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port  of  Ajaccio,  while  Isoli,  Eossa,  and  Calvi 
were  hidden  by  the  loftiness  of  the  cliffs  in 
their  vicinity. 

The  deep  blue  Mediterranean  lay  before 
them,  glowing  in  the  gorgeous  crimson  of  a 
setting  sun  ;  and  stretching  far  away  to  the 
south  was  the  long  dark  line  of  the  Sardinian 
coast.  The  hundred  islands  of  the  Straits  of 
Bonifacio  were  distinctly  visible,  and  the 
numerous  craft  navigating  the  Mediterranean 
appeared  like  dark  spots  upon  the  sparkling 
waters.  Behind  them  the  prospect  was  shut 
in  by  vast  masses  of  lofty  rocks  and  thick 
clumps  of  pines. 

An  exclamation  roused  Otho  from  a  reverie. 
Vachero  had  started  to  his  feet,  having  seen 
three  or  four  of  the  muffoli  on  a  range  of 
rocks  two  or  three  hundred  feet  below  then 
to  the  right. 

"  Let  us  descend  here  to  the  right,''  said 
Vachero ;  ''  screened  by  that  thick  brushwood 
and  pines,  we  shall  get  within  shot  of  then.'* 
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The  young  men  were  led  a  mncli  longer 
chase  than  they  intended,  for  the  extreme 
keenness  of  sight  and  hearing  of  the  animal 
is  wonderful.  They  had  descended  for 
more  than  a  mile,  and  as  they  thought, 
had  just  got  a  long  range  of  rock  and  low 
brushwood  between  them  and  their  game. 
Vachero  had  crept  forward,  and  was  raising 
his  rifle  ready  for  a  shot  through  a  fissure 
of  the  rocks,  when  he  suddenly  let  fall  the 
weapon  into  the  hollow  of  his  arm,  while  he 
motioned  to  de  Eriesbach  to  advance  cau- 
tiously ;  he  did  so,  and  Vachero  whispered 
in  his  ear  : 

"  By  the  Mass !  there  is  other  game  besides 
venison — look!" 

Otho  knelt  down  and  gazed  through  the 
fissure  of  the  two  immense  masses  of  rock, 
and  he  was  certainly  greatly  surprised  at  the 
sight  that  met  his  gaze. 

Beneath  them,  some  eighty  or  a  hundred 
yards,  was  an   extremely   verdant  patch   of 
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pasture,  surrounded  by  tufts  of  the  ilex,  or 
evergreen  oak ;  a  clear  stream  of  water  fell 
from  the  rocks  behind  which  our  two 
spectators  stood,  and  running  across  the  little 
field,  disappeared  in  the  thick  wood  beneath. 

Seated  and  stretched  upon  this  carpet  of 
Nature's  formation  were  twenty  or  more 
men.  All  kinds  of  edibles  covered  the  green 
sward,  nor  was  there  any  lack  of  wine 
flasks  ;  whilst  a  fire,  with  somethini^  roasting 
or  boiling,  at  a  little  distance,  was  tended 
by  two  of  the  men. 

At  a  very  short  distance  from  this  group, 
all  armed  to  the  teeth,  with  gun,  pistol,  and 
sword,  were  three  natives  of  the  island,  hand- 
cuffed, and  fastened  by  a  stout  rope  to  a 
tree. 

"Do  you  know  who  those  rascals  are?'' 
"whispered  Yachero  to  the  Count. 

"  They  are  a  party  of  Genoese,  no  doubt, 
though  their  uniforms  and  arms  show  they 
are  none  of  the  republic's  soldiers." 
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"  They  are  the  assassin  corps — some  of  the 
infamous  troops  lately  embodied  with  the 
Swiss  and  Grisons,  Two  or  three  parties  of 
these  ruffians  are  scattered  over  the  island,  as 
you  heard,  to  cut  off  the  Corsican  leaders  at 
so  much  per  head,''  replied  Yachero. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Julio,"  said  the  Count, 
after  a  moment's  thought ;  "  we  must  stop 
the  career  of  these  miscreants ;  they  have,  as 
you  see,  three  prisoners.  Hasten  as  fast  as 
you  can — bring  up  a  dozen  or  so  of  our  men, 
I  will  keep  watch  here.  You  can  get  back 
before  sundown,  and  half  an  hour  more  will 
be  sufficient  to  send  those  vile  wretches  to 
their  long  account." 

''  I  will  be  back  in  less  than  an  hour,"  said 
Yachero,  laying  down  his  rifle  and  starting 
off  at  a  rapid  pace,  leaving  his  friend  gazing 
down  upon  the  group  of  assassins  below. 

Taking  an  accurate  survey  of  the  surround- 
ing locality,  de  Briesbach  perceived  that  he 
could  approach  to  within  fifty    yards   of  the 
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party,  and  perhaps  be  able  to  discover  by 
their  conversation  something  concerning 
their  appearance  in  that  part  of  the  country, 
and  who  were  their  captives. 

Taking  Vachero's  rifle  with  him,  he  slowly 
and  cautiously  continued  his  way  along  the 
singular  amphitheatre  of  rocks  that,  in  a 
manner,  encircled  the  party  below.  In  this 
way  he  contrived  to  get  within  a  very  few 
paces  of  the  group,  and  then  paused,  finding 
he  could  distinctly  hear  their  voices.  After  a 
few  moments'  investigation,  he  found  a  spot 
^behind  a  lofty  rock,  covered  with  a  mass  of 
creeping  evergreens  and  stunted  shrubs, through 
which  he  could  distinctly  observe  the  party. 
A  more  ferocious,  cut-throat  looking  set  of 
villains  it  were  scarcely  possible  to  collect 
together. 

They  wore  a  sort  of  uniform  of  dark  green, 
bigh  boots,  a  broad  un tanned  belt,  in  which 
was  stuck  the  long  poignard  of  Genoa.  In 
addition,  some  of  them  had  two   and   even 
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three  pistols,  and  a  heavy,  iron-handled, 
straight  sword.  Their  heads  were  covered 
with  the  dark  brown  beaver,  with  broadbrim 
and  drooping  feather. 

The  leader  of  this  villanous  band  was 
easily  distinguished  by  the  additional  plume 
in  his  hat,  and  the  superiority  of  his  arms, 
which  appeared  highly  polished.  He  was  a 
man  of  colossal  height  and  im  mense  bulk — 
his  features  almost  hid  in  a  mass  of  hair,  griz- 
zled and  curling  over  his  cheeks  and  chin. 

"  Now,  then,  my  beauties,"  said  their  chief, 
''  lei  us  to  business.  Now  that  we  have 
satisfied  our  appetites,  bring  up  those  rascals ; 
I'll  give  them  one  chance  more  to  save  their 
necks  from  the  halter ;  but  curse  me  if  they 
hang  fire  any  longer,  they  shall  swing  from 
the  branch  of  yonder  oak." 

Otho  watched  their  proceedings  with  great 
interest,  turning  his  gaze  now  and  then  back 
upon  the  spot  where  he  expeced  to  see  Vachero 
and  his  men  make  their  appearance. 
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The  prisoners  were  brought  forward  and 
placed  before  the  assassin  leader.  With  a 
start  of  surprise  and  pain  de  Briesbach  per- 
ceived at  a  glance  that  they  were  three 
of  his  own  men,  left  behind  at  Damani; 
the  Corsican  patriots  wore  no  uniform,  but 
attired  themselves  in  the  usual  dress  worn  by 
almost  all  classes,  differing  only  in  the  fine- 
ness of  the  materials,  yet  our  hero,  who  wished 
to  distinguish  the  men  of  his  band,  induced 
them  to  wear  a  broad  belt  of  leather  over  the 
shoulder,  so  contrived  as  to  carry  the  short 
carbines  he  had  provided,  and  with  which 
nearly  all  his  men  were  furnished.  One  of 
the  three  was  the  nephew  of  Tomassi,  almost 
the  most  enterprising  and  active  of  his 
scouts. 

Though  the  situation  of  the  captives  was 
one  of  extreme  peril  they  confronted  their 
brutal  captors  with  undismayed  looks. 

"  Well,  my  men,"  began  the  leader  of  the 
band,  sitting  up  and  leaning  on  his  elbow. 
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after  casting  a  fierce  look  upon  his  prisoners, 
''  how  do  you  feel  after  fasting  for  twenty- 
four  hours?"  and  he  laughed  grimly.  ''  Will 
fasting  open  your  mouths  and  loosen  your 
jaws,  or  must  I  hang  one  of  you  to  make  the 
other  two  speak  ?  By  the  mass  I'd  think  as 
little  of  shooting  or  hanging  you  as  I  do  of 
draining  this  goblet,"  and  he  tossed  off  a  large 
can  of  sour  wine.  "  Now  tell  me,  as  you  be- 
long to  the  rebels,  particularly  to  that  band 
of  rebellious  rascals  headed  by  the  German 
adventurer  who  stiles  himself  a  Count  de 
Briesbach,  whereabouts  in  this  vicinity  are 
this  said  count  and  his  men  located  ?  Answer 
me  that  first." 

"  You  may  spare  yourself  both  your  threats 
and  your  breath,"  boldly  answered  one  of  the 
prisoners.  "  Neither  fasting  nor  threats  of 
hanging  will  make  me  betray  my  leader  to  a 
set  of  cut-throats ;  so  do  your  worst." 

''  Oh !"  roared  the  huge  brute,  as  he  raised 
VOL.  ui.  G 
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Hiniself  on  his  feet,  "  you  won't,  won't  you  ? 
Cento  Diavolo!  we'll  try.  Here,  my  beauties, 
take  that  fellow  and  hang  him  from  yonder 
branch ;  he's  in  prime  order  for  a  journey  to 
the  other  world,  seeing  that  he  has  been  both 
fasting  and  praying  for  the  last  twenty -four 
hours.  Up  with  him.  His  comrades  will 
learn  a  lesson  by  his  example  ;  they  have  a 
lock-jaw  at  present:  but  you  will  see  what 
wonderful  effect  my  medicine  will  have  on 
their  disease." 

Four  of  the  ruffians  laid  violent  hands  upon 
the  true-hearted  and  courageous  Corsican, 
dragged  him  under  the  fatal  tree  and  com- 
menced fastening  a  rope  round  his  neck  amid 
boisterous  laughter,  oaths,  and  coarse  jokes. 

De  Briesbach  cast  an  anxious  glance  to- 
wards the  height  above,  visible  to  himself, 
but  not  to  those  below  him.  Vachero  was 
not  yet  in  sight,  but  our  hero  determined  not 
to  allow  his  faithful  follower  to  die  such  a 
death  without  an  eflfort  to  save  him.     Moving 
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^ome  twenty  yards  further  up,  and  taking  a 
good  position,  just  as  the  men  were  about  to 
pull  upon  the  rope  round  the  neck  of  the 
Corsican,  Otho  raised  his  rifle  and  fired.  The 
man  who  held  the  cord  sprung  a  yard  from 
the  ground,  and  dropping  the  cord,  fell  dead. 
The  wildest  astonishment  seized  the  band  of 
miscreants ;  for  an  instant  they  stood  para- 
lysed-, then  rushing  to  their  guns,  piled  in  a 
heap,  they  gazed  upward,  and  catching  a 
glimpse  of  the  thin,  grey  smoke  as  it  curled 
upon  the  still  air,  with  a  burst  of  curses  and 
shouts,  fired  a  volley  on  the  spot,  but  Otho 
had  sunk  behind  the  rock,  and  the  storm  of 
bullets  rattled  against  the  stone  harmlessly. 

Instantly  rising,  with  Vachero*s  rifle,  he 
singled  out  the  bulky  leader,  and  again  fired* 
The  villain  would  have  fallen  but  for  the 
sudden  movement '  of  one  of  the  men,  who 
received  the  ball  in  his  breast  and  fell 
against  his  leader  a  corpse. 

With  shouts  and  execrations  against  their 
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hidden  enemy,  a  simultaneous  rush    was  now 
made  to  climb  the  rock. 

De  Briesbach  coolly  re-loaded  both   rifles 
without  stirring,  for  at  that  instant  he  caught 
sight  of  Yachero  and  his  men  hurr  ying  down 
the  hill.     The  rocks  were  difficult  to  climb, 
though  scarcely  thirty  feet  high,  and  the  three 
or    four   men   who   first  gained    the   height 
caught   sight  of  Yachero  and  the  Corsica  ns 
coming  down  the  steep.     With  a  shou  t   of 
warning  to  their  comrades,  they  leaped  back, 
but  not  before   the   rifle   of     our  hero   had 
stretched  another  upon  the  sward.     It  was 
rapidly  getting  dusk,  for  the  twilight  of  the 
south   is   short,    and   the   baffled  miscreants 
after  receiving  and  returning  a  volley  from 
Vachero  and  his  men,  plunged  into  the  deep 
shade  of  the  forest  and  disappeared . 

"  It  is  quite  useless,  Julio,"  said  the  Count, 
"  to  pursue  the  rascals.       It  will  be  a  dark 
night  in  a  short  time,  and  the  wood,  as   we 
-saw  from  above,  is  many  miles  in  extent,'* 
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"  They  have  left  four  of  their  number  here, 
at  all  events/'  said  Yachero,  as  his  men 
turned  over  the  bodies  and  stripped  them  of 
their  arms  and  ammunition — two  things 
Corsicans  never  neglected. 

The  joy  of  the  released  captives  was,  in 
truth,  great.  Vachero's  surprise  was  equal 
to  his  leader's  on  recognising  the  men. 

"  How  is  this,  Jacorao  ?''  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
cut  the  cords  that  confined  their  hands. 

"  By  all  the  Saints,  Captain,  easy  enough 
told.  But  first  let  us  have  a  taste  of  the  food 
those  cursed  villains  have  left  on  the  grass.  I 
have  fasted  before  for  my  sins,  but  twenty- 
four  hours'  abstinence  and  a  hempen  collar  in 
perspective,  is  quite  another  thing." 

So  saying,  Jacomo  and  his  two  comrades 
fell  with  singular  avidity  upon  a  piece  of 
boiled  boar  and  some  oaten  bread,  which  they 
washed  down  with  copious  draughts  of  the 
sour  white  wine  contained  in  a  huge  jar,  after 
which  the  whole  party  quitted  the  spot,  leav- 
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ing  tLe  bodies  of  the  assassins  to  be  buried 
or  not  bj  their  comrades,  should  they  think 
fit  to  return. 

It  was  with  no  small  difficulty  the  party 
accomplished,  in  the  dark,  their  return  to  the 
gorge.  The  descent  cost  them  both  time  and 
trouble,  and  when  there,  de  Briesbach 
gave  but  a  single  hour  to  rest,  when  the 
whole  of  his  troops  recommenced  their  passage 
through  the  gorge,  it  being  requisite  to  gain 
the  shelter  of  the  forest  of  Lina  before  sun- 
rise. 

"  Now,  Jacomo,  let  us  hear  how  this  mis- 
hap came  upon  you,"  said  Otho,  calling  the 
m  an  to  his  side  as  they  slowly  picked  their 
way  through  the  defile. 

"  In  truth,  my  lord,  it  was  no  fault  of  ours ; 
we  were  caught  like  foxes  in  a  trap.  The  day 
after  you  departed,  one  of  our  scouts  brought 
intelligence  that  there  were  two  parties  of  the 
enemy  skulking  after  your  track ;  they  were 
seen  by  our  men  outlying  on  the  hills.     I  was 
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sent  off  with  my  comrades  to  overtake  you  if 
I  could,  with  these  letters,  or  at  least  to  try 
and  get  sight  of  the  enemy,  and  ascertain 
their  number  and  purpose ;  but  we  were,  most 
unfortunately,  on  the  second  day,  suddenly 
pounced  upon  while  taking  an  hour's  sleep — 
in,  as  we  thought,  as  secure  a  place  as  any  in 
the  island. 

"  We  gave  ourselves  up  when  we  saw  who 
our  captors  were.  By  their  questions,  which 
we  steadily  refused  to  answer,  I  saw  plainly 
they  were,  though  somewhat  out  of  the  way, 
upon  your  track.  What  such  a  small  party 
wanted  with  a  strong  force  like  yours,  puzzled 
me ;  but  I  soon  learnt  by  their  conversation,  that 
their  object  was  to  cut  you  off  from  your  men  if 
possible,  thinking,  no  doubt,  daring  as  was 
their  scheme,  that  they  might  shoot  you  down 
or  entrap  you  while  only  attended  by  one  or 
two  whilst  out  hunting.  They  were  going  to 
shoot  us  at  first,  when  we  refused  to  answer 
their  questions,  but  their  leader  said  he  would 
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try  wbat  fasting  and  thirst  would  do,  laugh- 
ingly adding  we  should  be  all  the  lighter  for 
hanging  ;  but  thanks  to  you,  my  lord,  we 
escaped  that.^' 
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CHAPTEE  11. 


Just  as  the  grey  of  dawn  broke  over  the 
lofty  mountains,  Otho  de  Briesbach  and  his 
party  entered  the  forest  of  Lina.  There  was 
an  evident  change  in  the  weather ;  the  night, 
even  for  that  high  region,  was  sultry  and 
close,  and  as  day  broke,  a  thick  mist  crept 
over  the  hills,  whilst  a  light  air  from  the 
south-west  swept  in  fitful  gusts  through  the 
defiles. 

"We  shall  have  a  south  wind  before 
night,''  said  Otho. 

*'And   a  strong  gale   as   well,''   observed 
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Vacliero  to  the  Count.  "lam  told  it  blows 
across  this  coiintiy  with  great  violence  when 
it  once  begins.'^ 

"  Yes,  so  I  have  heard  ;  a  Corsican  dreads 
wet  ;  the  south-west  wind  brings  fevers  and 
agues  in  the  low  lands  and  marshes,  but  it  will 
be  an  ally  to  us.  The  past  nights  have  been 
very  bright — a  dark  night  and  a  strong  wind 
will  be  immensely  in  our  favour.  The 
moment  we  halt  you  must  see  about  putting 
the  light  scaling  ladders  together." 

''  Tomassi  says  our  halting  place  is  about 
four  miles  from  here.'' 

"  The  same  spot,  no  doubt,"  said  our  hero, 
"  where  he  remained  concealed  when  waiting 
for  me.  Should  we  succeed  against  Corte,  of 
which  1  am  quite  sanguine,  I  will  leave  you 
in  command  of  the  place,  and  proceed  at 
once  to  join  my  uncle.  I  wish  to  heaven 
I  could  persuade  him  to  resign  this  bauble  of 
a  crown,  which  he  will  assuredly  be  forced  to 
do,  if  this  intelligence  be  true  that  Tomassi's 
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nephew  brings.  If  Genoa  resigns  her  right, 
as  she  styles  it,  over  this  island,  and  France 
sends  a  powerful  army,  with  artillery  and 
able  generals,  it  would  be  madness  to  con- 
tinue this  struggle.  You  see,  even  the 
Cors^can- chiefs  are  disunited  and  undecided. 
If  they  were  all  such  men  as  Paoli,  Gaffori, 
and  Eivalora,  it  might  cost  the  French  great 
trouble  and  expense,  though  eventually  they 
must  submit.  In  fact,  it  would  be  judicious 
to  offer  the  island  to  France  at  once ;  they 
were  always  better  masters  than  these  treach- 
erous Genoese.'' 

''I  quite  agree  with  you,  Count,"  said 
Yachero.  ''  Even  now,  the  Corsican  signori 
look  with  a  jealous  eye  upon  your  success. 
The  people  themselves  are  a  brave  and  grate- 
ful, thougb  rough,  race,  and  by  their  own  ac- 
counts, their  chiefs,  on  the  feudal  system,  were 
tyrannical  enough.'' 

"  Well,  patienza^  as  the  Italians  always 
exclaim  when   in  difficulties;  a  few  months 
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must  settle  this  struggle  one  way  or  another. 
Let  us  strike  another  blow  or  two  for  these 
gallant  people,  find  our  lady  loves/'  added 
Otho,  smiling,  "carry  them  off,  and  settle 
down  on  the  banks  of  the  lordly  Ehine  ;  for 
we  must  not  part  now,  Julio,"  and  the  Count 
placed  his  hand  kindly  upon  the  shoulders  of 
the  ci-devant  brigand  ;  "  you  have  saved  my 
life  three  times,  and  it  is  strange  if  the  broad 
lands  of  Hammerstein  and  Briesbach  won't 
suffice  for  two  Corsican  rebels." 

Vachero,  with  a  gratified  look,  was  on  the 
point  of  saying  something,  when  the  sharp, 
quick  reports  of  two  rifles,  sounding  almost 
as  one,  were  heard,  and  the  same  instant 
Vachero  staggered  forward,  and  would  have 
fallen,  had  not  the  Count  caught  him  in  his 
arms. 

There    was    an    instantaneous    halt — the 
next  instant  more   than  twenty  of  the  men 
dashed  into  the  wood  in  the  direction  of  the 
reports. 
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*'  I  am  not  dangerously  hurt,"  exclaimed 
Vachero,  raising  himself  with  the  assistance 
of  the  distressed  and  enraged  de  Briesbach, 
and  looking  into  the  anxious  faces  of  the  men 
grouped  round  them. 

The  ball  had  most  fortunately  only  grazed 
the  temple,  merely  raising  a  portion  of  the 
skin.  In  a  very  few  minutes  the  sensation  of 
giddiness  had  passed  away,  and  excepting  a 
slight  contusion  and  a  little  bleeding,  Yachero 
was  as  well  as  ever. 

"  This  is  detestable,''  said  our  hero;  ''we 
have  been  dogged  through  the  night  by  some 
of  those  mis  creants  we  fell  in  with  yesterday. 
That  ball  was  intended  for  me.  There  is 
some  other  influence  at  work  in  this  busines?, 
depend  on  it,  besides  the  republican  reward 
of  so  much  for  the  life  of  every  Corsican 
leader.  Let  some  forty  or  fifty  of  the  men 
disperse  through  the  wood  ]  we  must  cut  off 
their  passage  to  the  town,  or  the  alarm  will 
be  given." 
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A  young  officer,  active  and  daring,  set  off 
immediately,  and  the  rest  continuing  their 
march,  soon  reached  the  intended  halting 
place. 

By  this  time  Vachero  was  as  well  as  ever, 
laughing  at  his  narrow  escape  with  the 
men,  as  he  gave  directions  for  encamping. 
Towards  evening,  the  pursuers  returned,  and 
de  Briesbach  learned  that  they  had  tracked  a 
party  of  men  back  to  the  gorge  through 
which  they  had  passed  in  the  morning ;  that 
they  had  twice  got  within  sight  of  them,  and 
fired  several  shots,  and  saw  two  of  the  pur- 
sued fall,  whom,  on  coming  up  to  them,  they 
found  quite  dead.  They  did  not  deem  it 
prudent  to  follow  any  further,  fearing  to  lose 
too  much  time.  From  all  the  accounts  it  was 
pretty  certain  they  were  the  same  band  of 
assassins  the  Count  had  fallen  in  with  on  the 
previous  evening. 

"  They  cannot  possibly  give  the  alarm  now,'* 
said  Otho  to  his  lieutenant,  "  they  may  reach 
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one  of  the  outposts,  but  it  will  take  hours  to 
do  so.  Night  is  rapidly  approaching,  and  this 
thick,  drizzling  mist  and  high  wind  will 
enable  us  to  advance  before  midnight,  the 
time  I  previously  fixed  on.  I  see  the  ladders 
are  admirably  put  together,  and  quite  high 
enough,  from  the  observations  I  was  enabled 
to  make  when  in  Corte.  The  spot  I  intend 
to  scale  is  about  a  hundred  yards  from  the 
gates  and  bridge;  the  ledge  of  rock  under- 
neath is  assuredly  very  narrow,  and  certain 
destruction  if  a  false  step  is  made,  for  it  is 
more  than  two  hundred  feet  above  the  level. 
However,  twenty  men  will  be  enough  for 
my  purpose.  You  will  ascend  the  steep, 
narrow  pass  to  within  a  hundred  yards  of 
the  bridge,  and  there  await  my  signal  to 
advance." 

*'  Twenty  men  are  a  small  number,  Count, 
should  there  happen  to  be  a  strong  guard  at 
the  gates,"  lemarked  Yachero. 

*'  I  took  notice  while  there,"  said  de  Bries- 
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bach,  "  that,  when  the  gates  were  closed  at 
nightfall  only  a  guard  of  about  twenty  men 
occupied  the  two  guard-rooms,  one  on  each 
side  of  the  gate,  and  at  that  time  they  were 
more  particular  than  they  are  now,  for  Paoli 
was  supposed  to  be  advancing  against  the 
citadel/^ 

"  A  single  sentry  on  the  wall  would  greatly 
increase  your  risk,"  observed  Vachero. 

"  I  much  doubt,  in  the  state  of  security 
they  consider  themselves — no  enemy  supposed 
to  be  nearer  than  Perata — any  sentinels  are 
placed  on  the  walls.  At  all  events  the 
assault  must  be  risked." 

As  the  night  advanced,  the  wind  and  rain 
increased,  till  about  four  hours  before  mid- 
night it  blew  a  perfect  hurricane,  as  it 
generally  does  in  the  summer  months  after 
a  long  prevalence  of  easterly  winds.  There 
were  some  heavy  peals  of  thunder  amid  the 
hills,  and  the  lightning  was  vivid  for  the  time 
it  lasted. 
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About  two  hours  before  midnight  the 
storming  party  began  their  march  towards  the 
town ;  the  wind  and  rain  had  much  abated, 
but  a  heavy  dense  fog  covered  every  sur- 
rounding object.  "With  some  difficulty  they 
made  their  way  through  the  forest  and  came 
out  upon  the  plain  upon  which  Corte  stands. 
Neither  town  nor  citadel  was,  however, 
visible,  wrapped  as  they  were  in  the  heavy 
vapour  that  lay  pressed,  as  it  were,  upon  the 
earth. 

Led  by  Tomassi  and  his  nephew,  they 
avoided  the  town,  but  could  not,  as  they  first 
intended,  cross  the  Eestonica,  owing  to  the 
heavy  flood  rushing  down  that  before  tranquil 
stream.  They  were  in  consequence  obliged 
to  pass  through  a  portion  of  the  town,  at  lease 
between  a  range  of  low  inferior  houses  5  but 
not  a  soul  was  stirring,  and  they  actually 
reached  the  base  of  the  rock  on  which  stood 
the  citadel  without  creating  an  alarm. 

With  his  twenty  men  two  abreast,  carrying 
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the  ladders,  Otlio  de  Briesbach  advanced  up 
the  steep  ascent;  all  was  still  and  silent  as 
the  grave,  as  far  as  human  sounds  extended  ; 
but  the  roar  of  the  swollen  river,  Tavignano, 
and  the  thunder  of  the  cataract  of  the  Ees- 
tonica,  pealed  through  the  quiet  night. 

Having  reached  the  ledge  of  rock  upon 
which  rose  the  rampart  wall,  Otho  and  his 
dating  little  band  crept,  with  both  risk  and 
difficulty,  along  its  slippery  surface.  Having 
gained  the  desired  spot,  they  raised  the  ladders 
to  the  rampart  wall,  and  Otho,  after  carefully 
examining  his  weapons,  was  the  first  to  ascend. 
In  a  few  minutes  the  whole  of  his  party  stood 
beside  him.  Everything  around  appeared  in 
repose,  and  silence  reigned  throughout  the 
fortress.  There  were  four  pieces  of  heavy 
cannon  on  the  rampart,  for  this  part  faced  the 
town.  Not  a  single  sentinel  disturbed  them 
in  their  progress,  and  descending  the  flight  of 
steps  which  led  from  the  walls  into  the  large 
court    or   square,   facing  the  chief  entrance* 
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they  reached  the  very  front  of  the  gates,  before 
the  unfortunate  sentry  on  guard  became  aware 
of  their  approach.  He  had  just  turned  to  pace 
his  solitary  round  before  the  guard-house  at 
the  gate,  when  the  strong  grasp  of  De  Bries- 
bach  seized  him  by  the  throat.  His  musket  fell 
from  his  hold,  and  a  stifled  groan  of  despair 
escaped  his  lips,  as  Otho  whispered  in  his  ear, 
^'  Be  silent,  or  die  !'' 

As  the  first  bolt  fell  from  the  ponderous 
gates,  the  alarm  was  given,  but  too  late,  for 
as  the  astounded  men  rushed  out  half-armed 
and  bewildered,  they  were  cut  down  or  shot. 
The  gates  were  thrown  open,  our  hero  himself 
casting  off  the  chain  that  held  the  bridge.  It 
fell  over  the  chasm  with  a  thundering  noise. 
The  next  moment  Yachero  and  his  men 
poured  in  giving  a  loud  cheer  of  success. 

In  that  short  time  the  commandant  and 
the  rest  of  the  garrison,  consisting  of 
nearly  three  hundred  men,  were  completely 
roused^  and,  arming  with  steadiness  and  ex- 
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pedition,  formed  themselves  under  their 
different  officers  in  the  great  square  of  the 
fortress.  But  so  sudden  and  violent  was  the 
rush  of  de  Briesbacli  upon  them,  added  to 
their  surprise  and  want  of  knowledge  of  the 
number  of  the  enemy,  that  tbey  succeeded 
in  firing  but  one  volley  upon  their  assailants, 
who  closed  upon  them,  sword  and  pistol  in 
hand.  The  commandant  fell  by  the  arm  of 
our  hero,  after  which  the  republican  soldiers 
threw  down  their  weapons,  and  asked  for 
quarter. 

This  demand,  with  some  difficulty,  de 
Briesbacb  and  his  lieutenant  accomplished. 
Torches  were  lighted,  and  the  Genoese  sol- 
diers secured  and  confined  in  the  towers  near 
the  gate.  Only  nine  men  of  the  storming 
party  were  killed,  and  about  a  dozen  wounded, 
v^hile  upwards  of  fifty  of  the  Genoese,  with 
the  commandant  and  two  officers,  were  slain. 
The  uproar  and  shots  had  roused  the  towns- 
people,   and  the    greatest   consternation  and 
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terror  prevailed  till  morning,  when  it  became 
known  that  the  citadel  of  Corte  had  been 
taken  by  the  band  of  patriots  led  by  de 
Briesbach. 

The  wildest  joy  and  enthusiasm  ensued. 

In  the  town  were  many  Genoese  settlers 
and  private  families ;  their  terror  was  ex- 
treme, for  the  natives,  though  deprived  of 
fire-arms  by  the  government,  sallied  out 
with  every  available  weapon  they  could  lay 
hands  on,  and  assaulted  the  houses  of  the 
Genoese  inhabitants. 

Otho  had  conjectured  such  would  be  the 
case,  and,  therefore,  as  early  as  possible,  had 
desired  Vachero,  with  a  party  of  his  band,  to 
hasten  into  the  town  and  afford  every  protec- 
tion to  the  Genoese  families,  till  they  could 
be  forwarded  to  the  nearest  Genoese  garri- 
son. 

In  the  castle  was  a  considerable  store  of 
arms,  but  very  little  ammunition,  and  as  it 
was  inconvenient  to  feed  such  a  number    of 
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prisoners,  Otho  armed  about  two  hundred  of 
the  men  of  the  town,  and  with  an  officer  of 
his  own  and  twenty  of  his  men,  sent  them 
forward  to  Porto  Vecchio,  then  in  the  hands 
of  Gaffori,  to  be  shipped  for  Genoa.  The 
conditions  he  left  to  the  Corsican  chiefs  to 
arrange. 

He  despatched  a  courier  also  to  his  uncle, 
stating  his  success,  and  requesting  to  know 
whether  he  (his  Majesty)  would  come  to  take 
possession  of  Corte,  or  should  he  proceed  to 

join  him  at ,  leaving  the    fortress  under 

tbe  command  of  his  lieutenant. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


We  request  our  readers  to  follow  us  to  the 
city  of  Bastia :  the  time,  three  or  four  days 
after  the  surprisal  of  the  fortress  of  Corte. 
In  a  saloon  of  the  governor's  palace,  in  that 
city,  four  persons  were  assembled. 

"  This  is  astounding  intelligence,"  said  the 
Marchese  Carignano,  one  of  the  four  indivi- 
duals. 

The  Count  Francisco  Carignano,  General 
Andrea  Pazzi,  who  had  just  landed  at  Bastia, 
and  the  Count  de  Boissaux,  a  French  noble-* 
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man,  some  few  days  arrived  from  Marseilles, 
were  the  other  three. 

"  The  strong — nay,  almost  impregnable  — 
fortress  of  Corte  captured  by  a  mere  handful 
of  rebels,  headed  by  the  German  adventurer, 
de  Briesbach !"  exclaimed  the  governor,  in  a 
state  of  great  excitement. 

"  Most  extraordinary  negligence  on  the 
part  of  the  commandant,'^  said  General 
Pazzi,  taking  an  immense  pinch  of  snuff. 
*' Fortunate  for  him  he  was  killed.  But 
you  are  in  error  with  respect  to  Count  Otho 
de  Briesbach,''  continued  the  General.  "  I 
commanded  several  regiments  during  the  war 
with  Austria.  This  young  man,  I  know, 
highly  distinguished  himself,  and  was  very 
likely  to  have  become  a  favourite  soldier  with 
his  Majesty  Charles  Emmanuel.  I  can  answer 
for  his  having  performed  some  very  brilliant 
actions.  It  is  perfectly  beyond  my  con- 
ception, his  taking  part  in  this  insurrection." 

"  A  second  Mark  Antony,  General,"  said 
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Count  Francisco,  with  a  vexed  laugh,  "  all 
for  love.  He  wants  to  win  de  Matra's 
daughter.  That  grim  old  chieftain  is,  how- 
ever, now  lodged  as  a  guest  with  Baracco,  the 
Governor  of  the  Fortress  of  Lavona.'* 

"  And  where  may  his  fair  daughter  be  ? 
This  second  Helen  ?''  demanded  Monsieur  de 
Boissaux. 

"  She  was  betrothed  to  my  son,  Count 
Francisco,*'  said  the  Marchese  Carignano, 
"with  her  father's  consent.  Whether  de 
Matra  was  won  over  by  this  Count  de  Bries- 
bach,  who  they  say  has  succeeded  to  large 
estates  on  the  borders  of  the  Rhine,  or  the  old 
fox  thought  he  was  on  the  wrong  side,  as 
affairs  appeared  to  go,  I  can't  say,  but 
had  he  not  been  arrested  and  sent  to  Genoa, 
he  would  most  prob  ably  by  this  time  have 
roused  his  numerous  vassals  and  connections 
to  side  with  the  rebels.'* 

"  Pardon  me.  Governor,"  said  the  some- 
what foppish  de  Boissaux,  "you  have  for« 

VOL.    III.  D 
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gotten  the  fair  daughter — the  loadstone  of 
attraction — the  cause  of  this  chivah'ous  de 
Briesbach's  condescending  to  head  a  troop  of 
ragged  rebels." 

"  By  the  mass,"  returned  Francisco,  with 
a  sneer,  "  you  will  change  your  opinion  with 
regard  to  these  ragged  rebels,  when  you 
meet  them.  With  respect  to  the  Lady 
Yannina  de  Matra,  I  will  answer  your  ques- 
tion. She  is  at  present  under  my  charge,, 
and  having  the  sanction  of  the  Republic,  I 
shall,  before  ten  days  are  over,  introduce  her 
to  you  as  Countess  de  Carignano.'^ 

"  By  King  Pepin  !  she  must  be  a  peerless 
damsel,"  returned  the  Frenchman,  laughing 
and  twisting  his  small  jet  black  moustache, 
"  positively  this  insurrection  may  become  a 
second  Trojan  war,  should  this  fair  maiden 
continue  at  large.  Where  may  this  Lady  de 
Matr^ber 

"I  crave  a  truce  to  this  idle  bantering," 
said  the  Governor,  rather  sharply.     ''  I  wish. 
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to  ask  you,  Monsieur,  how  soon  think  you  we 
may  expect  succour  from  France;  for  with 
the  detachment  you  have  landed  little  can 
be  done.  Monsieur  Contade  has  returned 
from  his  interview  with  the  Corsican  Chiefs, 
who  are  resolved  to  continue  the  war  and 
maintain  the  adventurer  they  have  elected  as 
king,  upon,  what  they  are  pleased  to  term, 
the  throne  of  Corsica." 

The  Count  de  Boissaux,  after  indulging  in 
a  hearty  laugh,  which  he  politely  begged  the 
Governor  to  excuse,  as  it  was  occasioned  by 
the  mention  of  a  Corsican  King,  said: 
"  Then  if  such  is  their  determination,  I  have 
no  alternative  but  to  commence  hostilities, 
however  small  the  force  at  my  command,  in 
the  name  of  His  Most  Christian  Majesty, 
according  to  the  treaty  entered  into  at 
Versailles,  and  reduce  the  islanders  to 
obedience.  It  is  my  intention  to  clothe  part 
of  my  men  similar  to  the  natives;  we  must 
use  stratagem  in  this  kind  of  warfare.     The 
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Corsicans,  trusting  to  their  mountains,  and 
watching  our  approach  on  every  side,  baffle 
us." 

"It  is  my  firm  belief,'*  said  General  de 
Pazzi,  "  that  if  the  war  is  to  be  prosecuted  in 
the  manner  you  propose,  and  with  the  force 
we  at  present  command,  the  contest  will  be 
an  interminable  one.  This  king  they  have 
elected  is  a  man  of  vigorous  mind,  high  intel- 
lect, a  soldier  from  his  birth,  and  of  undoubted 
courage  and  enterprise.  He  has  taken  several 
of  our  strong  places,  and  has  now,  tlianks  to 
his  nephew's  daring  surprise  of  Corte,  secured 
a  fortress  that,  well  garrisoned,  would  defy 
almost  any  force  brought  against  it.'' 

"It  was  taken  by  surprise,"  said  the  Count 
Francisco.  "It  might  be  taken  again  by 
bribery,  as  it  was  once  before.  A  countryman 
of  yours  it  was  who  sold  it,  Monsieur  de 
Boissaux." 

*'  For  which  he  was  hung,"  returned  the 
Frenchman.     *'  I    have   very    little    hope   of 


BROKEN    FETTERS,  53 

bribing  a  Corsican.  We  must  re-take  Corte 
bj  other  means," 

Count  Francisco  de  Carignano  was  too 
mucli  interested  in  bis  own  immediate  projects 
to  give  further  attention  ;  he,  therefore,  left  the 
two  generals  and  the  Governor  to  their  con- 
sultation, and  proceeded  to  another  part  of  the 
mansion,  inhabited  by  his  sister,  the  Lady 
Bianca  Gavotti. 

Ludovico  Gavotti  was  shortly  expected  to 
arrive  at  Bastia.  He  was  absent  partly 
engaged  in  his  own  schemes,  partly  aiding 
those  of  his  brother-in-law.  The  Lady 
Bianca  was  alone,  when  her  brother  entered 
the  chamber,  and  apparently  annoyed  about 
sometliing,  for  she  immediately  looked  up, 
saying  in  a  somewhat  peevish   tone, 

"  Francisco,  where  haveyou  sent  Ludovico  ? 
His  constant  absence  is  very  strange ;  and  I 
think,  whatever  your  projects  and  plans  may 
be,  they  are  very  far  from  turning  out  pros- 
perously.     You  have  lost  your   booty,   and 
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Ludovico  tis;  the  best  towns  in  the  island  are 
in  the  hands  of  the  rebels,  and  our  father  is  a 
governor,  without  revenue  or  troops,  and 
involved  in  debt." 

"  By  the  mass,  Bianca,"  interrupted  her 
brother,  with  a  laugh,  '^your  fancy  is  some- 
what extravaganl'.  Depend  on  it,  we  shall 
have  the  best  of  it  by  and  by ;  when  I  have 
secured  the  hand  of  this  head-strong  Vannina 
de  MatrL  Don't  you  think  her  great  estates 
will  amply  repay  the  losses  we  have  sustained. 
Before  ten  days  are  over  she  shall  be  mine. 
De  Boissaux  and  Pazzi  intend  immediately 
investing  Ajaccio,  and  Ludovico  shall  have 
the  lucrative  post  I  held.  Will  that  satisfy 
you?- 

*'  Yes,"  returned  Bianca,  with  a  smile  of 
very  doubtful  meaning,  ''  when  I  hear  that 
Yannina  de  Matra  is  positively  Countess 
Carignano,  and  that  you  have  as  positively 
re-taken  Ajaccio,  I  may  credit  your  bestowing 
the  post  on  Ludovico,  but  my  impression  is 
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that    neither    event    will    be    accomplished. 
Nearly  the  whole  island  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
insurgents.     With  such  leaders  as   this  Otho 
de  Briesbach,  from  whom  you  had  so  narrow 
an    escape,    and    this   King    Theodore,    the 
miserable  force  sent  by  the  King  of  France — " 
^'  Bianca,"  interrupted  her  brother,   ''  I  am 
more  in  the  secret  than  you  are  aware.     I  tell 
you  before   six  months  are   over  this  puppet 
of  a  King  will  either  vanish  as  suddenly  as 
he  came,    or  be  slain.     France  will  send  a 
powerful  army  here,  before  two  months  have 
passed,  under  a    very    different  commander 
than    this  foppish  de  Boissaux.      Hear  me, 
for   what  I   tell  you    is  a  positive  fact:  the 
Marchese  de   Maillebois,    an    officer    of    un- 
daunted valour  and  great  penetration,    is  at 
this  moment  waiting  orders  to  sail  from  ]\Iar- 
seilles,    with   sixteen    battalions  of    the    best 
troops    of    France,    and    two    regiments    of 
arqueb  usiers,    and    a  regiment  of    Bearnois, 
men  accustomed  to  mountain  warfare." 
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"  Do  you  think,  Francisco,  that  France  will 
send  this  large  armament,  and  be  at  the 
enormous  expense  for  this  expedition  to  con- 
quer the  island  for  us,  and  allow  the  most 
valuable  posts  in  the  country  to  be  held  by 
the  Genoese?" 

"  By  the  Virgin !  you  are  a  shrewd  girl, 
Bianca,  cava.  You  are  quite  right.  His  most 
Christian  Majesty  has  every  intention  of  taking 
care  of  number  one.  The  French  King  has 
an  eye  upon  the  island,  and  fears  Corsica  may 
entirely  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Genoa,  and  in 
that  case  become  a  free  state,  which  the  other 
powers  of  Europe,  from  neutral  jealousy, 
would  protect.  His  Majesty,  therefore,  has 
resolved  to  force  the  islanders  to  subject  them- 
selves to  the  Genoese  Eepublic.  Of  this  rest 
assured,  Bianca,  I  have  secured  the  post  of 
Commissary  General  of  Ajaccio  and  San 
Fiorenzo  for  Ludovico ;  as  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned, the  estates  and  wealth  of  Vannina  de 
Martr^  will  quite  satisfy  me.'' 
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"  Do  you  think,  Francisco,  that  the  Count 
de  Matr^  is  always  to  remain  a  state  prisoner? 
You  surely  cannot  imagine  that  you  will  get 
possession  of  the  estates  while  Vannina's 
father  lives." 

''  Cava  Bianca,  I  see  I  must  tell  you  all. 
De  Matr^  is  charged  with  having  committed 
hisrh  treason  ao^ainst  the  state.  He  will  not 
be  allowed  to  return  to  Corsica,  but  compelled 
to  reside  in  Genoa,  on  an  income  from  his 
estates  sufficient  for  him  to  live  in  luxury  if 
he  wishes.  Now,  cara^  I  came  to  ask  a  favour 
of  you.  Will  you  accompany  me  to  Nonza? 
My  marriage  with  Vannina  is  sanctioned  by 
the  Eepublic.  Still,  for  the  sake  of  appear- 
ances, it  would  look  well  that  you  were  pre- 
sent at  our  nuptials.'' 

"  I  will  very  willingly  accompany  you  to 
Nonza,  and  be  present  at  your  marriage,  pro- 
vided Vannina,  for  whom  I  have  always  had 
a  sincere  affection,  is  willing  to  become  your 
wife.     But  decidedly  I,  as  I  have  told  Ludo- 
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vico,  "Will  never,  by  my  presence,  sanction  any 
«ndue  violence  to  compel  the  dear  girl  to  go 
to  the  altar  against  her  free  wishes." 

Francisco  bit  his  lips,  and  for  a  moment 
"was  silent ;  he  then  said, 

"  Why,  you  see,  the  foolish  girl  has  per- 
suaded herself  she  is  in  love  with  that  infernal 
Count  de  Briesbach,  all  owing  to  his  rescuing 
her  from  those  brigands  of  the  Bochetta,  whx? 
I  wish  most  heartily  had  cut  his  throat.  Now 
I  thought  you  might  have  some  influence  over 
her,  and  by  using  all  your  powers  of  per- 
suasion induce  her  to  go  quietly  to  the  altar.*' 

"If  Vannina  de  Matr^,"  said  the  Lady 
Bianca,  with  an  ominous  shake  of  her  head, 
'^  ii*  in  love  with  this  famous  Otho  de  Bries- 
bach, and  he  with  her,  and  I  have  not  the 
slightest  doubt  on  the  subject— you  might  as 
wrll  request  me  to  waste  my  breath  in  stay- 
ing a  tempest.  No,  no,  Vannina  is  not  a 
weak,  timid  girl,  as  you  may  think.  I  know 
her  better.     Neither  threats  nor — " 
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"  Stay/'  interrupted  Francisco,  a  fiendish 
smile  distorting  his  countenance,  for  the  cut 
across  his  lip,  which  he  accounted  for  by  say- 
ing he  had  received  it  in  the  last  contest,  had 
greatly  and  for  ever,  in  all  probability,  dis- 
figured his  face.  *'  Tell  her,  Bianca,  that 
her  father^s  life  depends  upon  her  compli- 
ance." 

"  I  can  do  nothing  of  the  kind,''  said  his 
sister;  ''but—" 

"  But,  or  no  but,  Bianca,  willing  or  not, 
Vannlna  shall  be  my  wife  before  ten  days  are 
over." 

"  Then  I  will  have  no  hand  or  part  in  it," 
replied  Bianca,  firmly.  "  If  I  could  I  would 
have  gained  you  the  hand  of  the  heiress — and 
once  I  did  all  in  my  power  to  do  so — and 
had  i;he  not  met  the  Count  de  Briesbach — " 

"  Curses  on  him !"  fiercely  interrupted  the 
Genoese,  pacing  the  room  with  hasty  strides; 
*'  that  man  has  been  my  very  bane.  He  first 
crossed  me  in  the  love  of  Vannlna ;  he  drove 
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me  out  of  Ajaccio ;  he  plundered  me  of  large 
stores  and  ammunition,  and  his  hand  it  was 
that  left  this  accursed  mark  upon  my  face. 
By  Heaven !  I  will  have  my  revenge,  but  not 
the  paltry  revenge  that  feels  satisfied  with  de- 
priving the  hated  one  of  life.  No,  I  will 
Lave  a  revenge  that  shall  rob  life  of  every 
charm — he  shall  see  me  the  husband  of  the 
woman  he  idolises,  and  live  the  remainder  of 
his  life  a  branded  galley  slave!" 

The  Lady  Bianca  started  from  her  chair 
and  gazed  in  astonishment  upon  the  passion- 
distorted  features  of  her  brother. 

"  You  are  mad,  Francisco,''  she  exclaimed. 
*'  Surely,  surely  those  are  words  of  passion 
only.  Bethink  you,  de  Briesbach  comes  of  a 
noble  race — you  would  not  load  your  soul 
with  such  a  deed  as  that,  and  stain  our  own 
name  by — " 

A  fierce,  unnatural  laugh  burst  from  the 
lips  of  the  brother  as  he  faced  the  startled 
sister. 
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"  Stain  a  noble  name,  say  you?  Ha  !  ha ! 
ha  !  that  is  good  from  you.  You  forget,  girl, 
who  first  cast  a  stain  upon  the  name  of  Carig- 
nano.  When  did  a  daughter  of  the  Baron 
wed  a  plebeian,  and  worse,  a  ruined  gambler 
and  spendthrift.  Talk  not  to  me  of  staining 
a  noble  name.  Eevenge  is  part  of  an  Italian's 
nature,  and  revenge  shall  be  mine,  or  I  perish 
in  the  attempt.*' 

Having  given  way  to  the  extreme  violence  of 
his  passions,  he  rushed  from  the  room,  leaving 
the  Lady  Bianca  shocked  and  confounded; 
for  though  led  astray  in  bestowing  her  hand 
upon  Ludovico  Gavotti,  whom  she  fondly 
loved,  she  possessed  a  kind  and  womanly 
heart. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


Francisco  de  CAKiaNANO,  after  leaving  his 
sister's  chamber,  went  to  his  own,  his  mind 
disturbed,  and  enraged  at  the  want  of  success 
thait  attended  all  his  schemes.  In  the  evening 
Ludovico  Gavotti  returned,  and  immediately 
joined  him. 

"  I  see  plainly,''  said  Francisco,  looking 
keenly  into  the  features  of  his  brother-in-law, 
"  your  intelligence  is  none  of  the  best.  How 
has  your  plan  succeeded  ?'' 

*'  Well,  to  say  the  truth,"  replied  Gavotti, 
*'  it  has  not  succeeded ;  no  blame  to  those  I 
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employed.  The  fact  is,  the  rebel  has  a  charmed 
life.'' 

"Why,  man,"  hastily  interrupted  the  Count, 
*'  you  haven't  dared  to  meddle  with  his  life ! 
I  think  I  distinctly  told  you  I  want  not  his 
life.  Bis  person  it  was  your  object  to 
secure." 

Ludoyico's  face  flushed  a  little  as  he  re- 
plied, 

"  I  am  aware  of  that,  and  arranged  with 
my  man  accordingly;  but  fortune  sides  with 
this  German;  he  gains  every  throw.  My 
man  tracked  him  with  twenty  of  his  men, 
cauttiously  following  his  movements.  De 
Briesbach  was  bound  on  some  secret  expe- 
dition, taking  with  him  five  hundred  picked 
men.  He  took  the  mountains,  and  my  men 
contrived  to  seize  three  of  his  band,  and  en- 
deavoured to  gain  intelligence  from  them,  for 
not  knowing  the  passes  of  the  mountains  he 
had  lost  his  track  for  a  day,  and  got  entangled 
in  a  deep  forest,  when  he  was  suddenly  set 
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upon  by  a  party  of  the  rebels,  with  de  Bries- 
bach  at  their  head— just  as  he  was  going  to 
hang  the  three  men  who  had  refused  to  give 
him  any  information — and  was  forced  to  fly, 
but  not  without  losing  several  of  his  men. 
Nevertheless,  he  returned,   traced  the  rebels 
to  a  secret  pass  into  the  Valley  of  Corte,  for 
they  were  proceeding  against  that  fortress.  He 
thought  he  would  get   to   Corte  before  them 
and  give  the  alarm,  when,  unfortunately,  two 
of  his  men,  thirsting  for   the  reward  offered 
for  every  rebel  leader's  head,  stole  away  from 
his  band,   came  up  with   de   Briesbach,   and 
tempted   by  a  favourable   opportunity,  fired 
upon  him  and  his  lieutenant." 

"  Curses  on  them,"  muttered  the  Count. 
''  By  the  cupidity  of  those  two  miscreants  Corte 
was  lost." 

"They  paid  the  forfeit  with  their  lives,'* 
said  Gavotti.  "  They  thought  they  had  slain 
de  Briesbach,  but  it  turned  out  that  they  had 
only   slightly   touched    the    lieutenant    and 
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missed  the  leader  altogether.  The  two  men 
were  instantly  pursued,  and  my  agent  and  his 
men  driven  into  a  wild  gorge  of  the  mountains, 
from  which  they  could  not  extricate  themselves 
till  too  late  to  give  the  alarm  to  the  garrison 
ofCorte.'' 

"  The  cursed  set  of  bungling  rascals,^'  ex- 
claimed the  Count;  "  what  is  to  be  done  now 
I  know  not.  There  is  no  getting  at  de  Bries- 
bach  in  Corte.^' 

"  He  will  remain  but  a  short  time  there,'' 
said  Gavotti.  "  This  king  of  thieves  arrived 
in  Corte  yesterday,  and  was  received  with  en- 
thusiasm. Report  says  they  intend  to  advance 
upon  the  city ;  but,  as  usual,  there  is  a  differ- 
ence of  opinion  amongst  the  Corsican  chiefs ; 
so  much  so,  that  de  Briesbach  is  said  to  be 
disgusted,  and  he  is  so  popular  that  the  people 
all  side  with  him.  King  Theodore  wished  to 
create  a  title  for  him — Prince  of  Corte,  I 
believe, — but  de  Briesbach  would  listen  to 
nothing  of  the   kind,    refusing   any   kind   of 
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rank  or  command  whatever  beyond  the  force 
already  attached  to  him.  Andrea  remained 
in  the  town  two  days,  and  picked  up  a  good 
deal  of  intelligence.  De  Briesbach  has 
ascertained  that  de  Matra,  with  his  daughter, 
left  Corte  for  his  estates  in  Capo  Corso." 

*'  I  have  a  great  mind/'  said  the  Count, 
after  a  moment's  thought,  ''to  embark  Van- 
nina  for  Genoa,  She  would  be  safer  in  our 
old  family  mansion  at  Oneigla  than  in  Nonza, 
strong  as  it  is.  I  have  no  hesitation  about 
using  force  to  compel  her  to  the  altar;  to  try 
persuasion  is  worse  than  useless.  I  must 
separate  her  from  your  sister  Laurina,  who 
will  be  welcomed  here  by  Bianca." 

"I  think  you  would  be  more  likely  to  suc- 
ceed in  gaining  her  over  to  your  wishes," 
said  Gavotti,  "  without  La  urina ;  for  1  some- 
times think  she  is  not  favourable  to  either  our 
plans  or  projects.'' 

"  Who  is  this  lieutenant  of  de  Briesbach's  ?" 
demanded  the    Count.      "  I   have  a  strange 
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notion  of  Laving  seen  his  face  some  years 
since,  but  my  memory  is  treacherous.  They 
say  he  is  a  Genoese  ;  that  I  do  not  believe,  for 
these  islanders  so  detest  the  very  name  of  a 
Genoese,  that  nothing  would  induce  them  to 
serve  under  one,  though  fighting  in  their 
cause." 

"  I  did  not  see  him,"  said  Gavotti,in  reply. 
"You  were  engaged  almost  hand  to  hand 
with  him  at  one  time,  your  men  were  dis- 
persed." 

''Yes,"    interrupted  Francisco ;    "they  did 

fly,  the  cowardly  rascals;    and  so   did  you, 

amico  mio^''  added  the  Count,  with  a  bitter 

laugh    of  contempt,  at  the  remembrance  of 

his  brother-in-law's  cowardice. 

Gavotti  made  no  reply,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  Carignano  said  abruptly, 

"  To-morrow  I  shall  go  to  Nonza.  You  will 
come  and  take  charge  of  your  sister  Laurina. 
I  am  determined  to  separate  them,  at  all 
events.'' 
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He  left  the  room,  and  Gavotti  went  to  his 
wife's  apartments. 

"  Well,  Luclovico,  what  has  my  brother 
determined  upon  ?"  questioned  the  Lady 
Bianca.  "  I  feel  very  unhappy  at  the  treat- 
ment Vannina  is  undergoing  at  his  hands,  and 
I  trust  you  are  not  mixing  yourself  up  in  this 
cruel  intention  of  his,  of  forcing  her  to  the 
altar/' 

"  By  the  mass,  Bianca,  I  must  say  you  are 
taking  a  very  prejudiced  view  of  this  matter. 
Here  is  a  little  fickle-minded  damsel,  refusing 
to  sanction  what  her  father  was  so  anxious  to 
bring  about.  She  was  to  be  betrothed 
to  your  brothei-,  and  he  has  been  led  to 
imagine  for  the  last  three  years  that  Van- 
nina was  to  be  his  wife.  In  f^ict,  he  pledged 
himself  to  her  father.  She,  in  a  moment  of 
romantic  folly,  fancies  herself  in  love  with 
this  Otho  de  Briesbach,  because  he  had  a 
hand  in  rescuing  her  from  a  set  of  rascally 
bandits.       She  refuses  to    fulfil    the    engage- 
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ments  her  father  had  solemnly  entered 
into.  Then  comes  this  Coimt  de  Briesbach 
over  to  Corsica,  turns  insurgent  leader,  seeks 
an  interview  with  her  father  in  Corte,  tells 
him  he  has  succeeded  to  immense  property 
on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine,  persuades  the  old 
man  to  give  up  his  allegiance  to  the  Repub- 
lic ;  in  fact,  he  was  going  to  his  estates  in 
Capo  Corso  to  rouse  his  numerous  vassals  and 
connection  to  aid  the  rebels. 

"  Francisco  found  out  all  this  at  Corte, 
where  he  recognised  de  Briesbach  as  the 
rebel  leader,  and  attempted  to  seize  him,  but 
de  Briesbach  struck  him  down  with  the  butt 
of  a  pistol  after  firing  it  in  his  face,  and 
escaped  by  some  means  or  other,  for  though 
hotly  pursued,  he  was  not  discovered.  The 
Governor  of  Corte,  who  heard  de  Matra  refuse 
to  acknowledge  the  rule  of  the  Republic, 
would  have  arrested  him  on  the  spot,  but 
your  brother  persuaded  him  to  let  de  Matra  and 
his  daughter  depart,  as  the   people   of  Corte 
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were  inclined  to  insurrection,  and  the  garri- 
son  was   weak,  and    to   give   him  an  order 
to  arrest  him,  which  he  did,  on  the  road  to 
Nonza.     De  Matr4  was  sent  to  Bastia,  as  yoa 
know,  and   shipped   by  your  father  immedi- 
ately for  Genoa,  and  finally,Francisco,  through 
his  father's  interest,  and  in  reward  for  his 
services,  obtained  the  sanction  of  the  Senate, 
for  his  nuptials  with    de  Matr^'s  daughter; 
therefore  for  my   life,  1  cannot  see  what  the 
girl  has  to  complain  of,  or  what  you  find  so 
repugnant    in  forcing  this   love-sick    girl  to 
fulfil   both    her    father's   and    the    Senate's 
wishes." 

"  All  very  fine  sophistry,^  Ludovico,' '  said 
his  wife,  musingly ;  "  but  I  know,  where  the 
feelings  of  the  heart  are  so  grossly  outraged, 
as  is  the  case  with  Vannina,  it  is  a  very 
cruel  and  monstrous  act.  Vaninna  was  not 
aware  when  she  first  became  acquainted  with 
the  Count  de  Briesbach,  a  gentleman,  by  all 
accounts,  every  way  calculated  to  win  a  young 
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girl's  heart,  to  say  nothing  of  the  peculiar  way 
in  which  they  met  ;  as  I  said,  she  was  not 
aware  that  her  hand  was  destined  by  her 
father  for  my  brother .  De  Briesbach  loved 
her,  and  naturally,  seeing  in  him  a  gentle- 
man of  birth,  fair  fortune,  and  high  character, 
she  gave  her  love  in  return.  Therefore, 
though  at  her  father's  bidding  she  might  have 
crushed  the  fond  hopes  and  wishes  of  her 
heart,  and  refused  de  Briesbach's  hand,  till 
her  father's  consent  was  won,  that  is  no 
reason  why  she  is  now  to  be  dragged  to  the 
altar  by  the  will  of  one  she  has  no  right  to 
obey." 

"  Ah !  'tis  always  thus  with  you  women 
when  love  is  in  the  case — outraged  hearts, 
crushed  feelings,  and  all  those  sort  of  things," 
said  Gavotti.  "  By  the  bye,  Laurina  will  be 
here  in  a  day  or  two  ;  you  will  be  glad  to 
have  a  companion  for  whom  you  once  felt  a 
sincere  affection." 

"  Yes,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  Laurina, 
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but  I  trust  I  may  not  be  so  gratified,  for 
miserable  indeed  will  poor  Vannina  be  if  de- 
prived of  ber  only  friend.'* 

Ludovico  was  too  intent  upon  his  supper 
to  pay  much  attention  to  his  wife's  remon- 
strances. At  length,  having  satisfied  his 
hunger  and  swallowed  several  goblets  of  wine, 
to  the  great  surprise  of  his  wife,  he  took  his 
hat  and  mantle,  saying  he  should  be  back 
shortly,  and  departed,  though  the  hour  was 
then  very  late. 
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CHAPTEE  V. 


Theodore  the  First,  King  of  Corsica,  had  by 
this  time  established  himself  in  the  governor's 
palace  in  Corte,  with  a  very  respectable  as- 
semblage of  Corsican  seigneurs  and  their 
families,  forming  rather  a  gay  court.  As 
yet,  the  Corsican  chiefs  and  people  found  no 
fault  in  the  king  they  had  elected. 

It  is  true,  none  of  the  magnificent  promises 
of  support  held  out  by  foreign  courts  had 
been  fulfilled ;  'tis  also  true,  he  still  persisted 
in  saying  they  would  assuredly  arrive.  Theo- 
dore was  not  a  mere  puppet  wearing  a  crown 
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— he  really,  in  heart,   loved  the  people  he  in- 
tended  to    govern.     That    he    was    himself 
deceived  by  foreign  powers  there  is  no  doubt ; 
yet,   with   determined    courage,  he  resolved, 
unassisted,  to  battle  with  fortune  to  the  last. 

For  a  time,  he  certainly  roused  the  flagging 
energies  of  the  Corsicans;  through  his  cour- 
age and  skill  he  several  times  defeated  the 
Genoese,  took  some  of  their  towns,  and 
blockaded  their  sea- ports  ;  but  at  the  period 
when  de  Briesbach  surprised  Corte,  Theo- 
dore's resources  were  beginning  to  fail,  and 
symptoms  of  dissension  began  to  show  them- 
selves among  the  chiefs.  The  meeting 
between  the  King  and  his  nephew  was  most 
affectionate:  he  loved  Otho  truly,  and  all  his 
ambitious  dreams  were  centred  in  him. 

Some  three  weeks  after  the  taking  of  Corte, 
the  King  and  his  nephew  were  seated  in  a 
chamber  of  the  palace  alone.    That  day  there 
had  been  a  meeting  of  the  principal  chiefs,  at 
which  his  Majesty  presided. 
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Intelligence  had  arrived  in  the  morning 
that  the  Count  de  Boissaux  and  General  Pazzi 
had  marched  with  a  strono^  force  to  re-take 
Ajaccio. 

The  King  urged  the  necessity  of  instantly 
sendino^  a  detachment  to  the  assistance  of 
Gaffori,  who  held  the  town  and  harbour,  but 
his  stock  of  ammunition  was  small.  Several 
of  the  chiefs  wished  to  turn  their  arms  against 
Bastia,  and  leave  Gaffori  to  do  the  best  he 
could  with  the  resources  he  had. 

De  Briesbach  remarked  that  in  his  opinion 
Ajaccio  was  of  much  more  importance  as  a 
harbour  than  Bastia,  the  latter  place  not  ad- 
mitting a  vessel  of  any  importance  in  siz  3 ; 
that  Ajaccio  was  easier  of  access  to  France, 
and  was  actually  a  much  better  and  stronger 
place  than  Bastia. 

The  King  also  thought  Ajaccio  oag'.it  to 
receive  assistance ;  and  finally  the  debate 
ended  by  de  Briesbach  offering  to  proceed  to 
join  Gaffori  with  his  own  detachment.     He 
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also  generously  offered  to  devote  the  entire 
revenues  of  his  estates  to  purchase  arms  and 
ammunition. 

The  King  also  declared  that  in  the  event 
of  France  sending  any  further  assistance  in 
the  way  of  troops,  he  would  himself  proceed 
to  Holland,  and  bring  back  a  large  supply  of 
cannon  and  ammunition. 

Still  several  of  the  chiefs  were  dissatisfied ; 
they  had  an  ardent  desire  to  possess  Bastia — 
a  town  nearly  every  part  of  which  had  been 
built  by  the  Genoese,  many  of  the  residences 
of  the  families  settled  there  being  as  splendid 
as  the  palaces  in  Genoa. 

Eeturn  we  now,  requesting  indulgence  for 
this  short  digression,  to  the  chamber  where 
we  left  the  King  and  his  nephew  alone. 

"  My  dear  boy,  you  may  be  right,"  replied 
the  King  to  some  previous  remark  of  Otbo's, 
"  but  he  who  grasps  a  crown  must  not  expect 
to  lie  upon  a  bed  of  roses.  I  am  not  dis- 
appointed in  the  Corsican  people.  The  signori 
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and  chiefs  have  always  been  a  wayward  race. 
Give  me  another  man  like  General  Paoli; 
and  the  island  would  be  freed  from  its 
oppressors  before  six  months  were  over. 
Gafifori  is  a  true  and  brave  patriot,  but  he 
loves  negotiations  and  manifestoes  better 
than  fighting.  He  wants  prudence,  and  his 
followers  are  undisciplined,  and  little  better 
than  guerillas." 

"  My  dear  uncle,  excuse  me ;  I  have  had 
some  experience,  gained  during  this  very 
peculiar  war,  and  believe  me,  the  guerilla 
system  is  the  only  one  adapted  to  the  people 
and  the  country.  The  mountainous  character 
of  this  island,  the  very  habits  and  peculiari- 
ties of  the  Corsican,  make  him  well  fitted  for 
guerilla  warfare.  We  should  stand  no 
chance  with  the  disciplined  soldiers  of  France 
in  open  fight.'^ 

''  Yet,  Otho,  how  is  it  that  your  little  band 
of  scarcely  a  thousand  men,  trained  and  dis- 
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ciplined  by  yourself,  have  done  so  mucli 
against  the  well  organised  soldiers  of  Genoa, 
in  open  fight  and  superior  numbers  ?" 

"  I  am  not  arguing  against  discipline,  of 
course,"  said  Otho,  "  for  discipline,  even  in 
guerilla  warfare,  is  most  useful.  I  merely 
maintain  that  without  her  mountains  and  her 
guerilla  marksmen,  Corsica  would  not  hold 
out  a  month  against  a  few  battalions  of 
French  soldiers  ;  and  depend  on  it,  the  de- 
tachment sent  here  under  the  command  of 
the  Count  de  Boissaux  is  only  the  prelude  to 
the  final  occupation  of  Corsica  by  the 
Trench." 

''  I  did  not  expect,"  said  the  King,  after  a 
thoughtful  silence  of  some  minutes,  'Hhat 
France  would  have  interfered  in  this  war ;  I 
was  led  to  believe  difierently.  I  have  been," 
he  added,  and  he  spoke  in  a  tone  of  sadness, 
''cruelly  deceived,  Otho.  For  years  this 
enterprise  of  mine  has  been   the  darling  wish 
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of  my  heart.  There  is  not  a  court  in  Europe 
I  have  not  visited,  and  secretly  sought  aid  for 
these  brave  and  ill-treated  islanders. 

"  In  England  I  felt  sure  of  success,  and 
was  miserably  deceived.  They  call  them- 
selves a  free  nation,  but  I  could  see  no  free- 
dom, in  their  boasted  island,  for  the  serf.  They 
have  plenty  of  laws  for  the  rich  ;  but  the 
poor  man  is  a  greater  slave  there  than  in  any 
other  country  I  have  visited.  The  streets  of 
their  great  cities  are  infested  with  swarms  of 
beggars  of  loathsome  appearance  ;*  and  the 
people  taxed  to  the  utmost.  Their  nobility 
exult  in  enormous  wealth,  and  live  in 
splendour,  make  laws  beneficial  for  them- 
selves, calling  England  a  land  of  freedom. 
Their  prisons  are  choked  with  hundreds  of 
criminals,  and  so  sanguinary  are  their  laws 
that  any  one  stealing  a  couple  of  florins  on  the 
highway  is  punished  with  death.  The  only 
answer  I   could  get  to  my  solicitations  for 

*  This  was  in  the  years  1715  and  1716. 
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assistance  was,  '  It  will  never  pay !'  All 
things  there  are  considered  matters  of  busi- 
ness— Would  it  pay  ?  or,  Would  it  not  pay  ? 
are  the  only  questions. 

"  I  quitted  England,  disappointed  and 
baffled,  and  went  to  Spain.  I  had  letters  to 
the  greatest  statesman,  though  unfortunate^ 
that  ever  lived — I  mean  Alberoni.  He  re- 
ceived me  kindly,  and  listened  attentively  to 
my  views.  '  Wait  awhile  !  I  can  and  will 
serve  you/  I  remained  in  Spain  several 
months,  and  sailed  as  a  volunteer  in  the  great 
Spanish  fleet  of  sixty  vessels  of  war,  contain- 
ing three  thousand  five  hundred  land  forces, 
Cardinal  Alberoni  secretly  informing  me  that 
if  successful  in  this  expedition,  he  would  land 
ten  thousand  men  upon  the  Corsican  coast, 
and  free  the  island  from  the  yoke  of  Genoa. 

"  Well,  Otho,  I  sailed  with  the  fleet,  and 
we  attacked  Sicily,  and  carried  everything 
before  us.  Victor  Amadous  withdrew  his. 
troops  from  the  contest,  and  assumed  the  title 
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of  King  of  Sardinia,  though  he  did  not  pos- 
sess a  foot  of  land  in  the  whole  island.  Just 
as  I  was  flattering  myself  that  the  accomplish- 
ment of  my  wishes  was  at  hand,  Sir  George 
Byng,  the  British  admiral  in  the  Mediterra- 
nean, attacked  the  Spanish  fleet  and  totally 
annihilated  it  ;  and  yet  this  brave  English 
sailor  was  afterwards  condemned  to  death  and 
shot,  to  please  and  gratify  the  howling  mass 
of  British  freemen. 

"  This  terrible  disaster  upset  all  the  grand 
projects  of  Cardinal  Alberoni,  for  Philip  Y. 
of  Spain  soon  afterwards  sacrificed  his 
minister  to  the  jealousy  of  the  European 
powers. 

"  You  were  a  mere  child  when  I  returned 
to  Germany  after  my  poor  sister's  death, 
and  I  again  resumed  my  wanderings  and 
my  projects.  In  the  midst  of  all  my  adven- 
tures and  my  vicissitudes,  I  never  lost 
sight  of  the  one  grand  object — I  will  not  say 
of  my  ambition,  but  of  my  life.     Promises 
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were  renewed,  and  I  gained  fresh  spirit.  I 
communicated  with  the  Corsican  chiefs,  and 
finally  embarked  for  Tunis,  where  I  obtained 
the  resources  I  brought  here  with  me  ;  these 
are  exhausted,  but  I  have  letters  from  Hol- 
land, and  there  I  am  certain  of  very  consider- 
able assistance  in  the  sinews  of  war — some 
cannon  and  a  large  store  of  ammunition. 

"  Now,  tell  me,  Otho — for  we  have  had  little 
time  to  talk  over  our  private  affairs — what 
has  become  of  de  Matr^'s  daughter  ?  Some 
vague  rumours  reached  me  that  the  Count 
has  been  arrested  and  sent  prisoner  to  Genoa, 
on  a  charge  of  treason  to  the  Eepublic.  This 
appears  very  unaccountable  to  me,  for  de 
Matra  was  eagerly  entreated  by  Eivalora  to 
join  our  cause,  but  always  replied  he  had 
taken  an  oath,  and  would  not  break  it." 

"  It  it  true  enough,''  said  our  hero,  "  that 
de  Matra  has  been  treacherously  entrapped  by 
the  Count  Francisco  de  Carignano,  and  sent 
prisoner  to  Genoa.     As  far  as  I  can  learn, 
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his  only  crime  was  insisting  upon  retiring  to 
his  own  property  [  at  Capo  Corso.  The  com- 
mandant of  Corte  had  strict  orders  from  the 
Senate  not  to  allow  him  to  go  out  of  his 
jurisdiction.  The  Count,  who  is  a  kind- 
hearted  man,  though  proud  and  haughty, 
scorned  to  obey  the  orders  of  the  command- 
ant, declared  that  the  Kepublic  had  broken 
their  pledge  to  him,  suspected  him  wrong- 
fully, and  that  he,  therefore,  considered  him- 
self absolved  from  his  oath  of  allegiance  to 
the  Republic  ;  but  he  had  no  intention  of 
taking  any  part  in  the  present  struggle. 

"  Francisco  de  Carignano,  the  commissary 
of  Ajaccio,  a  young  noble  of  wild  and  vicious 
habits,  well  known  in  Genoa,  was  selected 
by  de  Matra — who  was,  1  should  imagine, 
totally  ignorant  of  his  former  habits  of  life — 
as  the  future  husband  of  his  daughter. 

'*  Yannina,  of  course,  refused  to  fulfil  an 
engagement  in  which  her  heart  was  not  con- 
cerned.    Francisco  de  Carignano  is  playing 
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a  deep  game ;  his  family  is  powerful,  though 
not  wealthy.  He  had  interest  sufficient  to 
induce  the  Senate  to  sanction  his  marriage 
with  Vannina  de  Matr^,  and  he  has  carried 
her  ofP,  but  to  what  locality  I  have  as  yet 
been  unable  to  discover.  I  have  Tomassi  and 
his  nephew,  two  steady  and  intelligent  men, 
closely  watching  him,  and  making  every  in- 
quiry. I  hourly  expect  one  or  the  other  to 
arrive  with  intelligence. 

"  You  have  noble  and  gallant  feelings, 
Otho,"  said  the  King,  warmly  pressing  the 
hand  of  his  nephew;  "  with  your  heart  deeply 
engaged  and  your  happiness  so  much  at  stake, 
you  have  not  for  a  moment  lost  sight  of 
my  interests,  but  devoted  yourself  to  my  ser- 
vice.'' 

"Where  would  be  my  gratitude,"  returned 
De  Briesbach,  with  emotion,  "for  years  of 
tender  solicitude  ? — who,  when  deserted  and 
forsaken  by  the  only  parent  left  me,  protec- 
ted and  watched  over  me  like  a  second  father  ? 
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No,  uncle,  you  have  this  cause  at  heart ;  and 
though  I  would,  candidly  speaking,  rather 
see  any  other  assume  this  dangerous  crown,  I 
will,  as  long  as  you  wear  it,  shed  my  last 
drop  of  blood  in  the  cause  of  Corsica." 

For  several  moments  King  Theodore  re- 
mained silent;  he  seemed  greatly  agitated^ 
his  handsome  features  wearing  an  expression 
of  doubt  and  care.  But  suddenly  looking  up 
with  a  cheerful  aspect,  he  said, 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Otho,  I  will  embark  from 
Calvi  for  Holland.  I  will  bring  back  such 
assistance  and  stores  as  will  ensure  us  success. 
Do  you  march  to-morrow  for  Ajaccio ;  but 
let  not  your  beloved  Vannina  want  assistance 
a  single  hour;  fly  to  her  aid  the  moment  you 
gain  the  desired  intelligence.  Giacinto  Paoli 
is  a  noble  and  a  wise  patriot.  I  shall  leave 
him  at  the  helm  during  my  absence.  I  trust 
you  will  save  Ajaccio,  as  I  should  like  to  land 
there  on  my  return. 

^'  There  is  a  large  sum  of  money  available 
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from  tlie  Hammerstein  property,  which  yott 
have  empowered  me  to  receive.  I  will  raise 
no  money  on  those  estates,  but  I  thank 
you  heartily  for  the  offer.  The  amount  I  now 
take  will  neither  injure  your  present  nor  future 
prospects,  and  I  trust  in  God  I  may  live  to 
see  a  goodly  race  spring  from  your  union,  to 
cut  off  for  ever  those  dark  designing  Jesuits, 
who  so  cowardly  and  cruelly  planned  for  you 
a  doom  worse  than  death.  Had  they  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  you  to  Sicily,  you  would, 
like  many  another  victim  to  their  accursed 
policy,  have  been  doomed  to  a  living 
tomb.'' 

"  I  most  assuredly  had  a  narrow  escape," 
said  Otho,  "  but  for  Julio  Vachero  I  should 
not  have  baffled  their  vile  machinations." 

''  He  is  a  brave  and  noble  fellow,  in  spite  of 
all  the  errors  his  evil  fortune  forced  him  to  com- 
mit. I  would  raise  him  in  rank  and  fortune,  but 
like  yourself,"  added  the  King,  with  a  smile, 
**  he  refuses  the  favours   of  royalty.     He  is 
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most  devotedly  attached  to  you ;  and  I  feel 
satisfied  were  you — which.  God  forbid — to 
fall,  he  would  never  leave  the  field  with 
life." 

"  He  is  in  truth,  a  most  faithful  friend,  and 
we  rise  or  fall  together,*'  said  De  Briesbach. 
"  His  fair  lady,  Laurina  Gavotti,  is  equally 
affectionately  attached  to  Vannina.  They 
are  together  and  that  is  a  great  comfort.  It 
takes  a  considerable  weight  from  my  mind  to 
know  that  Vannina  is  not  alone,  now  sub- 
jected to  the  persecution  of  that  degenerate 
Francisco  de   Carignano.'' 

At  that  moment  a  page  entered  the  chamber 
and  announced  to  De  Briesbach  that  Tomassi 
bad  j  ust  returned  and  was  most  anxious  to  see 
his  lordship. 

"  Send  him  up,"  said  his  Majesty,  with 
great  animation.  "  I  am  rejoiced,  Otho,  that 
he  has  come  back  before  we  part.'' 

Our  hero's  heart  beat  with  greater  quick- 
ness than  before,  as  Tomassi,  with    a  certain 
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degree  of  timidity  and  bashfulness  in  his 
manner,  caused  by  the  presence  of  the  King, 
entered  the  chamber;  but  the  kind  manner 
of  his  Majesty  soon  put  him  at  his  ease,  for 
short  as  had  been  his  reign,  Theodore  was 
much  loved  and  admired  by  the  people  of 
Corsica. 

''  You  look,  Tomassi,"  said  Otho,  his  face 
flushed  with  anxiety,  "  as  if  you  were  the 
bearer  of  good  tidings.     Is  it  so  ?" 

"  Well,  my  lord,  I  think  my  tidings  will  be 
welcome.  I  have  discovered  the  residence  of 
the  Lady  Yannina  de  Matra ;  that  is  some- 
thing. I  was  baffled  for  a  considerable  time, 
after  tracing  the  Genoese  band  that  carried  the 

signora    off,   as  far   as  D ,  for  in  that 

extensive  forest  I  lost  all  trace  of  them. 
They  passed  through  neither  town  nor  village, 
and  as  several  detachments  of  Genoese  had 
gone  that  way  from  Ajaccio,  on  their  route  to 
Bastia,  I  was  puzzled  altogether. 

''  At  last   I   thought,   with  little  hope  of 
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succeeding,  of  making  inquiries  in  Capo  Corso, 
though  I  i  magined  the  Count  would  scarcely 
attempt  to  take  the  Lady  Vannina  a  captive 
amid  the  vassals  of  her  father's  house.  At 
San  Fiorenzo  I  heard  to  my  surprise  that  the 
Count  de  Matra's  fortress  of  Nonza  was 
garrisoned  by  Genoese  soldiers.  This  opened 
my  eyes  at  once.  Disguised  as  a  labouring 
peasant,  I  ventured  to  the  village  of  Nonza, 
and  there  learned  that  the  Lady  Vannina, 
with  another  lady,  were  in  the  fortress,  and 
that  she  was  betrothed  to  the  Count  Francisco, 
with  her  father's  consent,  and  that  after  the 
marriage — which  was  to  take  place  in  a  few 
days — the  Count  was  to  arm  the  De  Matra 
vassals,  who  were  to  side  with  the  Genoese 
against  their  countrymen.  But  in  that, 
Carignano  would  be  baffled,  as  not  a  man 
amongst  them  would  carry  arms  in  the  cause 
of  the  Eepublic." 

''  How  did  the  Count  Francisco  gain  pos- 
session of  that  important  fortress  ?"  questioned 
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the  King.  "  It  is  the  key  to  the  Capo.  As 
yet  the  entire  of  the  Capo  has  continued 
tranquil,  owing  to  De  Matra's  remaining 
favourably  inclined  towards  the  Eepublic." 

"  The  Count,  your  Majesty,"  replied  Tom- 
assi,  with  a  profound  reverence,  "  arrived  in 
the  night  with  the  signoras,  and  only  two  or 
three  attendants.  On  requesting  admittance 
in  the  name  of  Lady  Vannina,  the  gates  were 
at  once  opened,  for  Count  Francisco  has 
always  been  considered  by  my  Lord  de  Matra's 
dependents  as  the  intended  husband  of  their 
young  signora,  for  they  were  not  aware  of 
what  had  taken  place  at  Corte.  The  follow- 
ing night  a  strong  force  of  Genoese  soldiers 
was  admitted  to  the  castle,  and  the  place 
afterwards  put  into  a  perfect  state  of 
defence." 

"  This  Nonza,"^  said  our  hero,  "  is,  I 
believe,  a  place  of  great  strength,  chiefly 
from  its  most  singular  position.  I  observed 
it  as  I  sailed  up  the  Gulf  of  San  Fiorenzo." 
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*'  It  would  be  scarcely  possible  to  take  it, 
my  lord/'  said  Tomassi ;  "  if  well  defended 
and  provisioned.  But,''  he  added  with  a  smile^ 
"  1  know  a  way,  my  lord,  to  enter  the  fortress, 
most  positively  unknown  to  its  Genoese  gar- 
rison— and  excepting  my  father,  sister,  and 
nephew,  not  known  to  any  one  now  living  in 
Corsica.'' 

"  Your  services  have  already  been  very 
valuable  to  my  nephew,"  said  King  Theodore, 
"  accept  this  from  me,  not  as  a  reward,  but  a 
token  of  my  esteem  for  your  fidelity ;"  and  his 
Majesty  took  a  singularly  fashioned  steel  purse, 
containing  some  few  gold  pieces—many  the 
worthy  king  did  not  possess  just  then — and 
presented  it  to  the  delighted  Corsican,  who 
vowed  the  purse  should  become  an  heirloom, 
and  descend  from  father  to  son. 

De  Briesbach,  naturally  anxious  to  hear  the 
mode  by  which  Nonza  might  be  entered  un- 
known to  its  garrison,  questioned  Tomassi 
concerning  it. 
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"  You  are  not  aware,  your  Majesty — nor 
you,  my  lord,  that  I  was  born  in  the  fortress 
of  Nonza,  and  that  all  my  family  were  vassals 
of  the  Lord  de  Matra." 

"  I  was  not,  indeed,"  remarked  de  Bries- 
bach,  much  surprised. 

''  Such  is  the  case,  my  lord*  My  father  and 
mother  have  always  lived  in  Nonza.  In  his 
youth,  my  father  was  captain  of  the  castle 
guard,  and  held  Nonza  for  five  weeks  against 
the  French,  with  only  thirty  men.  The  French 
were  forced  to  retire.  When  he  grew  old,  and 
his  present  lord  sided  with  the  Eepublic,  he 
remained  keeper  or  seneschal  of  the  fortress, 
which  was  dismantled  of  most  of  its  cannon. 
When  the  Count  Francisco  took  the  Lady 
Vannina  there,  only  my  father  and  my  mother 
and  sister  were  in  the  castle.  I  was  afraid  to 
approach  the  fortress,  being  so  well  known 
to  most  of  the  Genoese.'' 

'^But  by  what  means  can  you  enter  the 
fortress  ?"  demanded  Otho,  rather  impatiently. 
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*'  Excuse  me,  my  lord,  I  fear  I  keep  you 
too  long  ;  but  it  was  almost  necessary  I  should 
state  these  trifling  particulars,"  said  Tomassi, 
very  humbly.  "  I  said  I  was  born  in  the 
castle;  there  is  a  well  of  immense  depth  in 
the  inner  court,  supposed  to  have  been  made 
by  the  Romans  hundreds  of  years  ago.  When 
I  was  a  boy  I  heard  my  father  say  there  was 
an  old  tradition  about  that  well,  which  in  our 
rude  verse  meant  *  that  Nonza  was  only  to  be 
taken  through  its  well.'  I  often  thought 
over  that  saying  as  I  grew  in  years,  and  one 
day,  with  a  comrade,  since  dead,  I  determined 
to  go  down  in  the  great  iron  bucket  attached 
to  a  chain  and  wheel.  1  got  a  torch,  and 
Jacomo  lowered  me  down  till  I  got  rather 
frightened,  for  fear  he  would  not  be  able  to 
wind  the  bucket  up  again.  Just  as  I  shouted 
out  to  wind  up,  the  light  of  the  torch,  which 
had  grown  very  weak,  flashed  upon  an  im- 
mense hole — or,  rather,  cavern — in  the  side 
of  the  well.     I  did  not  stop  then,  for  Jacomo 
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was  working  like  a  horse  to  get  me  up,  but  I 
resolved  to  go  down  again,  another  day, 
carrying  with  me  two  or  three  torches  and  a 
pole  with  a  hook  to  it.  Jacomo,  however, 
vowed  he  would  never  try  to  wind  me  up 
again  by  himself,  so  we  told  my  father,  and 
coaxed  him  to  help. 

''  I  went  down  a  second  time,  and  when  1 
got  as  far  as  the  hole  in  the  side,  by  the  aid 
of  my  hook,  I  pulled  the  bucket  close  enough 
to  enable  me  to  get  out,  and  began  to  look 
with  wonder  at  the  immense  cave  I  had  got 
into.  Not  to  tire  your  Majesty,  after  two 
hours'  rambling,  I  came  out  through  a  wide 
opening  in  the  rocks,  and  to  my  amazement, 
found  myself  standing  on  a  narrow  ledge  of 
rock,  some  five  or  six  hundred  feet  above  the 
gulf.  I  then  returned,  knowing  how  uneasy 
my  father  would  be,  and  when  I  got  up,  told 
him  of  the  discovery  I  had  made,  and  he 
enjoined  me  to  keep  it  secret. 

''The  next  day,  Jacomo  and  I  went  dowa 
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to  the  sea  side  under  the  spot  where  the  cave 
was;  and  after  two  hours'  labour,  succeeded 
in  reaching  the  cave.  The  ascent  is  difficult, 
but  quite  possible  to  us  Corsicans,  accustomed 
to  the  wild  passes  and  precipices  of  our 
mountains. 

"  I  have  made  my  narrative  as  short  as 
possible,  mj  lord,  not  to  weary  you ;  but  this 
secret  was  not  obtained  so  easily  as  it  is 
told." 

Both  the  King  and  our  hero  expressed 
themselves  highly  gratified  with  this  impor- 
tant discovery  ;  and  after  some  few  more 
questions,  Tomassi  was  dismissed,  equally 
gratified  with  his  reception  by  his  Majesty. 
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CHAPTER  VL 


Scarcely  five  miles  from  Ajaccio,  lies  one  of 
tlie  most  extensive  forest  tracts  in  Corsica, 
extending,  at  the  period  of  our  story,  nearly 
twenty  miles  into  the  interior  of  the  island. 
Part  of  this  forest  was  on  extremely  elevated 
ground,  rocky  and  wild  in  its  character. 
Gigantic  pines  grew  in  amazing  luxuriousness 
from  between  the  enormous  masses  of  rock, 
that  appeared  as  if  thrown  together  by  some 
violent  convulsion  of  nature.  Vast  herds  of 
deer  and  numerous  wild  boars  inhabited  this 
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wood,  through  which  ran  the  clear,  shallow 
stream  of  the  Talavevera. 

Three  or  four  days  after  the  events  recorded 
in  our  last  chapter,  fifty  or  sixty  men  were 
lying  scattered  in  groups  on  a  bright  green- 
sward, extending  over  some  three  or  four 
acres  of  land,  free  from  trees. 

These  men  had  evidently  been  settled  on 
the  spot  for  some  days,  though  there  was  no 
sign  whatever  of  any  tent  or  covering  from 
the  weather;  but  as  it  was  the  summer 
season,  very  little  inconvenience  was  experi- 
enced by  encamping  in  the  open  air  in  such  a 
warm  climate  as  Corsica. 

Though  these  men  wore  a  kind  of  uniform, 
it  was  easily  seen  they  had  no  pretensions 
entitling  them  to  be  classed  with  regular 
troops.  Their  arms  and  accoutrements  were 
various  and  numerous ;  they  were,  in  fact, 
the  same  band — only  increased  in  numbers — 
we  have  already  described,  and  who  had  been 
dispersed  by  de  Briesbach  and  his  followers. 

VOL.   III.  P 
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The  captain  of  this  band  of  assassins — a 
foul  disgrace  to  a  Christian  republic  to  em- 
ploy—was the  same  huge,  bloated,  ferocious 
looking  ruffian  whom  we  met  before.  He 
was  stretched  upon  the  soil,  surrounded  bj 
about  a  dozen  of  his  men,  gambling  with 
dice — every  throw  accompanied  by  curses 
and  imprecations  on  the  one  side,  and  shouts 
of  laughter  and  exultation  on  the  other.  The 
articles  gambled  for  were  the  plunder  they 
had  recently  taken  from  some  unfortunate 
village  the  ruffians  had  sacked. 

It  was  about  an  hour  past  mid-day,  when 
the  arrival  of  two  or  three  of  the  same  band 
from  a  distance  roused  the  gamblers  from 
their  occupation. 

The  captain,  when  he  saw  the  new  comers 
approach,  started  up,  saying  eagerly : 

''  Well,  man,  what  news  ?  —  are  they 
moving  ?'' 

"  He  is  moving  at  all  events,^'  replied  the 
scout  addressed.     "The  maia   body  of  the 
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baud    have    halted    at    S ,  but   their 

leader  and  about  twenty  men  are  still  keep- 
ing on,  intending,  no  doubt,  not  to  halt  till 
they  reach  Ajaccio.  The  main  body,  nearly 
five  hundred  strong,  have  stores  and  ammuni- 
tion with  them." 

"  Twenty  men,  said  you  ;  we  are  sixty  and 
upwards;  good,"  muttered  the  Captain. 
'*  How  far  off?"  he  demanded  of  another 
scout,  "  do  you  think  the  detachment  of  the 
Count  de  Boissaux  and  General  Pazzi  is  ?'' 

"Oh!"  returned  the  man,  "too  far  to  cut 
off  the  rebels  before  they  enter  Ajaccio .  The 
Count  has  heavy  cannon  and  the  line  of 
mountains  he  has  had  to  pass  has  delayed 
him." 

"  Cosjpeto  /"  remarked  a  fierce  looking 
ruffian,  second  in  command,  "  it  matters  little 
to  us  where  De  Boissaux  is,  so  we  capture 
this  rebel  leader." 

"  Humph !"  muttered  the  gigantic  captain, 

F  2 


100  BROKEN   FETTERS. 

"  it  will  be  no  easy  capture ;  you  said  twenty 
men,  Paulo  T 

"  Yes,"  returned  the  man,  "  of  that  number 
I  am  certain.  I  counted  them  and  there  is 
not  much  time  to  lose  either,  Captain.  They 
will  be  in  the  Gap  in  less  than  an  hour. 
Their  leader  is  mounted  on  a  strong  Italian 
horse.'* 

"  The  first  shot  is  everything,"  growled  the 
assassin  leader,  "  and  the  ^first  shot  we  must 
have."  He  then  summoned  the  rest  of  his 
band,  and  continued,  "Hark ye,  my  beauties, 
our  prey  is  close  at  hand.  He  must  be  taken 
alive — alive,  mind  ye  ;  we  shall  lose  the 
great  rew^ard,  if  you  slay  him ;  so  look  to  it. 
Pour  a  volley  among  the  rebels,  but  let  him 
stand  clear  of  your  guns.  If  he  cannot  easily 
be  secured,  why  then  shoot  his  horse,  though 
I  consider  the  animal  worth  two  hundred 
crowns.  A  slight  knock  on  the  head  with  the 
butt  of  a  carbine  if  very    unruly;  but  don't 
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hit  too  hard.  Now  look  to  your  weapons; 
we  must  away.'* 

In  a  few  minutes  the  whole  band,  upwards 
of  sixty  in  number,  was  marching,  and  in  less 
than  half-an-hour  they  reached  the  spot 
selected  for  their  murderous  assault.  Pro- 
tected and  completely  hidden  by  a  thick 
hedge  formed  of  brambles  and  creeping  plants 
of  luxurious  foliage  and  some  low,  steep 
rocks,  they  looked  down  some  thirty  yards 
into  the  only  road  leading  through  the  Gap 
of  Fiumbo  into  the  great  plain  of  Ajaccio. 

Scarcely  half-an-hour  had  elapsed  ere  the 
destined  victims,  totally  unconscious  of  the 
snare  laid  for  them,  came  out  through  the 
narrow  gap,  between  two  abrupt  hills,  and 
at  a  smart  pace  advanced  along  the  road  to 
Ajaccio. 

Otho  de  Briesbach — for  he  it  was  who  rode 
the  stout  grey  mare  some  twenty  yards  in 
advance  of  his  men — was  habited  in  a  dark 
green  hunting  suit  after  the  Genoese  fashion, 
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which  suited   well    his    tall  figure,   a  broad^ 
shining  black  belt  hun  g  over  his  left  shoulder, 
in  which  were  his   po  uch,  powder  and  balls, 
his  rifle  he  carried  unslung   and  ready  in  his 
hand  ;  a  brace  of  moderate  sized  pistols  were 
stuck  in  a  belt  round  his  waist,  and  a  heavy 
dragoon  sabre  as  well ;  whilst  the  holsters  on 
his  horse  were   provided  with  a  heavier  kind 
of  pistol.     In  fact,  so  well    armed   was  he  as 
well  as  his  men,  and  so  formidable  his  name 
that  the  band  of  ruffians  would  not  have  dared 
to  meet  him  and  his  detachment  openly ;  but 
knowing  that  their  fatal  volley  would  seriously 
diminish  the  number  of  the  enemy,  they  sum- 
moned up  courage  s  ufficient  to  dare  the  attack. 
Directly    the    devoted    little    band    came 
within  the  range  of  the   guns  of  the  assassins, 
a  destructive  volley   was    levelled   upon  the 
unsuspecting  Corsicans,   who  were  marching 
two  abreast.     Seven   fell  dead  on  the  spot — 
six  were  disabled — and  scarcely  one  escaped 
without  some  slight  wound.     Instantaneously 


BROKEN    FETTERS.  103 

with  the  discharge  De  Briesbach  reigned  in 
his  affrighted  horse,  and,  as  the  band  of  the 
assassins  rose  from  their  place  of  concealment 
to  attack  the  few  remaining,  he  caught  sight 
of  their  leader,  and  levelling  his  rifle  with  an 
aim  that  rarely  missed,  the  ruffian  with  a  howl 
and  a  curse  sprang  into  the  air,  and  the 
instant  after  rolled  down  the  slope  a  corpse. 
Well  was  it  for  our  hero  that  the  Captain  of 
the  assassins  was  detested  by  his  men,  who  all 
preferred  the  second  in  command. 

Charging  up  the  slope,  pistol  in  hand,  De 
Briesbach  and  his  few  devoted  followers 
beheld  the  superior  force  they  had  so  hope- 
lessly to  contend  against.  His  faithful  scout 
Tomassi,  he  saw,  at  a  glance,  had  fallen. 
Several  of  the  assassins  had  fallen  before  the 
Count's  charge,  when  a  ruffian  discharged  his 
pistol  at  the  head  of  de  Briesbach's  horse, 
which  instantly  fell  dead  under  him.  Disengag- 
ing himself  from  the  horse,  he  made  a  desperate 
resistance.     In  their  fury  and  rage  shots  were 
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fired  at  Lim  by  those  who  feared  to  approach 
him ;  his  followers  wounded  and  disarmed, 
he  became  reckless  of  life,  when  a  blow  from 
the  butt  of  a  carbine  stretched  him,  stunned 
and  bleeding,  upon  the  ground. 

De  Briesbach,  as  soon  as  he  became  sensible, 
perceived  that  he  was  fast  bound  with  straps 
on  the  back  of  a  mule.  The  position  he  was 
in  was  most  painful.  Eight  or  ten  assassins 
surrounded  the  mule,  the  rest  as  he  imagined 
having  remained  behind  with  their  dead  and 
wounded  comrades.  Proceeding  at  a  quick 
pace,  the  movement  of  the  mule,  in  the 
position  he  was  in,  was  most  painful.  He 
made  a  violent  effort  to  get  upright;  instanfcly 
one  of  the  ruffians  placed  a  pistol  to  his  head 
and  with  a  horrible  oath,  swore  he  would 
blow  his  brains  out  if  he  attempted  to  stir. 

"  Do  so,  villain,"  exclaimed  de  Briesbach, 
greatly  excited ;  and  exerting  all  his  strength 
he  broke  the  straps  and  sat  upright  on  the 
mule.      As  he  did  so  the  assassin  pulled  the 
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trigg-er  of  his  pistol,  which  fortunately  flashed 
in  the  pan.  The  commander  of  the  party, 
with  a  savage  curse,  struck  the  man  with  the 
butt  end  of  his  carbine,  saying — 

"  Fool!  do  you  want  to  rob  us  of  our  dearly 
earned  reward  ?  Let  the  man  sit  upright  if  he 
likes  it  better ;  but  hark  ye,  Count,  by  the 
bones  of  St.  Peter,  if  you  offer  to  loose  the 
cords  on  your  hands,  I'll  blow  your  brains 
out  myself,  though  I  lose  a  fortune  by  it." 

De  Briesbach  made  no  reply  ;  he  had 
gained  an  upright  position ;  that  was  some- 
thing after  being  strapped  on  the  mule  with 
his  head  down.  His  hands  were  firmly  bound 
with  cords,  almost  cutting  into  the  flesh,  and 
a  strong  strap  was  passed  under  the  body  of 
the  mule  to  each  of  his  legs.  In  this  manner 
they  proceeded  till  evening,  travelling  through 
unfrequented  tracts  of  land.  At  sunset  they 
halted  under  the  cover  of  a  thick  wood,  for 
more  than  an  hour,  till  it  became  quite  dark, 
when  they  again  resumed  their  march. 

F  5 
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Our  hero  felt  convinced  that  he  had  at 
length  fallen  into  the  hands  of  his  secret 
enemies.  Whether  he  was  a  victim  to  the 
Jesuits  or  Francisco  de  Carignano  he  could 
not  tell;  it  was  equally  bad.  He  bitterly 
regretted  the  sacrifice  of  his  faithful  followers, 
for  he  suspected  the  assassins  had  massacred 
the  few  that  survived.  Still,  he  neither  allowed 
himself  to  despair,  nor  give  way  to  despondency; 
of  a  high  spirit,  misfortunes  only  tended  to 
string  his  nerves  and  his  energies  the  more. 
Where  they  were  taking  him,  he  could  not 
conjecture,  as  the  part  of  the  country  they 
were  traversing  was  quite  unknown  to  him ; 
but  he  knew,  as  he  gained  a  glimpse  of  the 
setting  sun,  they  were  proceeding  towards  the 
north  of  the  island.  The  night  was  dark,  and 
the  path  they  travelled  intricate  and  diffi- 
cult. One  man  led  the  mule,  while  two  others 
at  each  side,  with  cocked  carbines,  closely 
watched  their  prisoner. 

Otho  thought  a  great  deal  more  of  Vannina's 
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situation,  thus  left  without  a  protector,  in  the 
power  of  so  unprincipled  a  man  as  Francisco 
de  Carignano,  than  of  his  own  fate.  He  did 
not,  however,  think  he  would  dare  to  force 
Vannina  into  a  marriage,  though  sanctioned 
by  the  Senate,  for  the  connections  of  the  Count 
de  Matra  were  numerous  and  influential 
throughout  the  island,  especially  in  the  then 
state  of  the  country,  the  Genoese  power  being 
at  that  moment  very  weak,  and  such  an  act 
would  rouse  a  party,  at  present  neuter  in  the 
contest,  into  open  revolt  *,  but  fortunately  for 
our  hero's  peace  of  mind,  with  respect  to  Yan- 
nina,  he  knew  not  that  the  fate  of  Corsica 
was  so  soon  to  be  decided,  and  her  freedom  to 
become  but  a  dream. 

After  a  tedious  and  harassing  march,  the 
party,  guarding  their  prisoner,  arrived  at  the 
foot  of  an  exceedingly  lofty  mount,  which  our 
hero,  even  in  the  faint  light,  at  once  recognised 
to  be  the  fortress  of  Nonza,  the  path  up  to 
which  was  so  narrow  as  only  to  admit  two 
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persons  abreast.  With  extreme  difficulty  the 
mule  kept  her  feet  under  the  weight  of  its 
rider,  for  the  ascent  was  almost  impracti- 
cable ;  winding  between  vast  rocks,  it  far  sur- 
passed Corte  in  the  difficulty  of  its  approach. 
Captive  as  he  was,  and  with  an  unknown 
fate  before  him,  De  Briesbach  felt  his  heart 
beat  quicker  and  the  blood  rush  through  his 
veins  hotly  as  he  thought  he  should  soon  in- 
habit, though  probably  in  a  dungeon,  the 
same  place  as  his  beloved  Vannina. 

At  length  they  reached  the  bridge  over  the 
precipice,  which,  on  a  signal  from  the  leader 
of  the  party,  was  soon  lowered.  The  great 
gates  were  passed,  and  the  weary  mule  stopped 
in  the  outer  court  of  the  castle.  The  prisoner's 
legs  were  unbound,  but  the  bonds  remained 
on  his  wrists.  In  the  court-yard  were  assem- 
bled a  dozen  soldiers  of  the  Eepublic,  who 
gazed  with  no  little  curiosity  upon  the  tall  and 
stately  "figure  of  the  Count. 

The  leader  of  the  party  who  brought  our 
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hero  to  the  castle  -was  in  close  conversa- 
tion with  a  man  evidently  neither  an  officer 
nor  soldier  ;  he  appeared  to  be  of  middle  age, 
and  as  the  light  of  the  torch  flashed  upon 
his  features,  a  countenance  harsh  and  repulsive 
was  disclosed,  but  quite  unknown  to  our  hero. 
After  conversing  a  few  minutes  with  the 
leader  of  the  assassins,  this  man  motioned  to 
four  of  the  soldiers  to  follow  him  with  the 
Count  de  Briesbach  between  them.  Eesist- 
ance  or  remonstrance,  the  Count  knew,  were 
equally  useless,  he  was  aware  he  was  in  the 
power  of  Francisco  de  Carignano. 

Passing  through  the  court,  they  did  not  enter 
the  fortress  by  the  principal  entrance,  but  turn- 
ing to  the  right  they  passed  into  one  of  the  low 
square  towers  that  rose  from  two  sides  of  the 
buildings  The  place  they  entered  was  a 
guard -room  ;  arms  of  various  sorts,  muskets, 
pistols  and  pikes  hung  against  the  walls.  Some 
half  dozen  soldiers  lay  sleeping  upon  benches, 
and  a  great  iron  lamp  swung  from  the  ceiling. 
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Opening  a  small  door  well  studded  with  iroa 
knobs,  and  crossed  and  recrossed  with  iron 
bars,  a  flight 'of  stone  steps  was  seen.  The 
man  in  the  plain  clothes,  in  a  rough  harsh 
voice,  said, 

*'  You  will  be  pleased  to  ascend ;  the 
chamber  above  will  be  your  resting  place,  for 
this  night,  at  all  events.' ' 

The  Count  ascended  about  twenty  or  twenty- 
three  stone  steps,  preceded  by  one  of  the 
soldiers  carrying  a  lamp,  and  entered  a  square 
chamber  with  bare  stone  walls,  in  which 
were  two  slits  for  light  and  air,  and  shewing 
the  massive  thickness  of  the  walls.  There 
was  an  oaken  pallet  with  a  bed  upon  it  in  one 
corner  of  the  room  and  an  oak  bench,  but  no 
other  article  of  furniture  whatever. 

"  Cut  the  prisoner's  bonds,"  said  the  man 
to  one  of  the  soldiers,  and  it  was  done.  The 
relief  the  captive  felt  was  beyond  description, 
so  many  hours  had  he  passed  confined  in  a 
most    painful  position.     Leaving    the    lamp 
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upon  the  bench,  they  were  about  to  retire, 
when  De  Briesbach,  who  had  had  no  refresh- 
ment of  any  Ixind  from  an  early  hour  in  the 
morning,  requested  some  water  of  the  man  as 
he  was  leaving  the  chamber. 

"  There  is  a  pitcher  full  in  the  guard- 
room," said  one  of  the  men. 

The  man  nodded,  and  one  of  the  soldiers 
brought  up  the  pitcher,  placing  it  upon  the 
floor.  They  then  left  the  chamber,  while  our 
hero,  whose  lips  were  parched,  drank  eagerly. 
The  ponderous  bolts  of  the  door  were  shot, 
with  a  loud  noise,  into  their  sockets  and  De 
Briesbach  was  left  alone  with  his  own  reflec- 
tions* 
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CHATER  VII. 


Ii\  a  remote  chamber  of  the  Fortress  ofNonza, 
a  few  nights  after  the  capture  of  Otho  de 
Briesbach,  sat  Francisco  de  Carignano  and 
Ludovico  Gavotti.  It  was  just  after  supper 
and  for  some  reason  or  other  known  only  to 
themselves  they  were  drinking  glass  after  glass 
of  wine  without  indulging  in  conversation.  In 
fact,  each  seemed  unusually  busy  with  his 
own  thoughts.  After  indulging  in  a  pipe  for 
nearly  half-an-hour,  the  Count  put  his  down 
and  looking  at  his  musing  associate  said  rather 
abruptly, 
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"  It  was  a  cursed  piece  of  folly,  Ludovico, 
to  bring  your  sister  Laurina  here,  eli  ?'* 

Gavotti  looked  at  his  brother-in-law  a  little 
surprised,  as  he  answered, 

''  Cosjpeto !  Francisco,  who  brought  her 
here  but  yourself.  I  had  no  hand  in  the 
matter." 

"  No,  I  didn't  say  you  had,  but  you  might 
have  hinted  that  she  was  a  thorough  vixen, 
and  of  an  unmanageable  temper." 

"  Laurina  was  always  considered  a  mild 
and  gentle  girl,  as  far  as  I  ever  heard,"  re- 
turned her  brother. 

"  Ha  !  very  good  indeed,"  said  the  Count, 
with  a  sneer,  "  then  why  were  you  unable  to 
prevail  on  her  to  return  to  Bastia  with  you  ? 
When  I  proposed  it  to  her,"  continued  the 
Count,  "  she  cast  upon  me  a  look  of  intense 
scorn  and  hatred,  and  told  me  plainly  enough, 
after  applying  a  variety  of  terms  by  no  means 
flattering  to  myself  and  my  conduct,  that  no 
persuasion  should  induce  her  to  desert  Vannina, 
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who  was  a  victim  to  my  cowardly  and  base 
designs — yes,  those  were  her  words — and  if  I 
dared  to  employ  force  to  separate  them,  she 
would  expose  my  treacherous  conduct  to  public 
execration.  As  to  you,  she  disowned  you ; 
calling  you  a  mean  servile  panderer  to  other's 
vices  and  bitterly  repented  not  having  had  the 
power  to  prevent  your  union  with  one  so  un- 
fitted in  every  way  to  be  your  wife.  This  was 
extremely  pleasant,  was  it  not?" 

"  She  was  very  eloquent,  though  not  very 
polite,''  said  Gavotti,  very  quietly  helping 
himself  to  more  wine. 

"  But  what  is  to  be  done?  she  is  in  the  way. 
She  does  not  quit  Vannina  night  or  day,  and 
to  allow  her  to  be  present  during  the  ceremony 
would  be  injudicious,  to  say  no  more  of 
it." 

''  You  quite  surprise  me,  Francisco, 
to  allow  a  silly  girl,  her  mind  full  of  romantic 
nonsense,  to  stand  in  your  way  now,  after  so 
successfully    accomplishing    an   enterprise    I 


BROKEN    FETTERS.  115 

deemed  almost  impossible.  To  gratify  your 
revenge  against  this  de  Briesbach,  I  risked 
the  large  sum  I  could,  as  it  has  turned  out,  so 
easily  have  gained,  for  he  would  undoubtedly 
have  been  slain  by  the  first  volley  from  the 
assassin  corps,  and  not  one  of  their  band 
sacrificed ;  instead  of  which  he  shot  the  cap- 
tain through  the  head,  and  six  of  the  men 
were  afterwards  slain  by  him  and  his  few 
remaining  followers,  before  they  could  man- 
age to  overpower  him." 

"  A  thousand  devils !''  exclaimed  Francisco, 
with  a  brutal  laugh.  "  What  mattered  it,  if 
half  those  rascals  were  slain,  so  de  Briesbach 
was  secured  alive." 

"  Tt  matters  a  great  deal,  Francisco.  Their 
new  leader  demands  fifty  scudi  a  man,  and 
swears  he  will  have  it,  too ;  or  he  will  inform 
General  Pazzi  where  the  Count  is  held  cap- 
tive; he  knows  that  the  Count  de  Bries- 
bach being  an  officer  in  the  service  of  the 
King   of  Sardinia,  you   dare   not    put   him 
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to  death  as  a  rebel,  but  would  be  obliged  to 
hand  him  over  to  the  General  to  be  sent  to 
Genoa." 

"Curses  on  him!'*  exclaimed  the  Count ; 
"  why  have  you  been  all  this  time  silent, 
possessing  such  intelligence  ?  These  rascals 
must  be  paid ;  and  they  must  swear  the 
Count  was  mortally  wounded  when  brought 
to  the  Castle." 

"  You  must  pay  them,"  said  Gavotti.  "  I 
shall  not  get  my  five  thousand  sequins  till  he 
is  fairly  dead.  His  death  would  be  a  tre- 
mendous haul  for  the  Holy  Fathers  of  St. 
Ignatius !" 

"  Then  you  are  cursedly  ill  paid,  bartering 
your  soul  for  ^vq  thousand  sequins." 

Gavotti  coloured  to  the  temples,  as  he  re- 
plied, 

"  You  forget ;  I  work  for  the  good  of  the 
Church!  That's  the  creed  of  the  Jesuits — 
no  matter  the  means,  so  that  the  Church 
benefits  by  the  deed." 
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A  scornful  laugh  burst  from  the  lips  of  the 
Count. 

"  Don't  [think  to  deceive  me,  or  yourself. 
If  ever  the  devil  had  claims  upon  a  soul,  he 
has  upon  yours,  amico  mio.  So  don't  think  to 
shirk  the  debt." 

''  Let  us  talk  of  how  we  are  to  finish  this 
business,"  said  Ludovico,  uneasily.  "  We 
are  no  judges  as  to  how  our  souls  are  im- 
perilled." 

A  grim  sneer  curled  the  lip  of  the  Count, 
as  he  surveyed  his  accomplice,  and  both  for  a 
time  remained  silent. 

"  Listen,"  the  Count  at  length  said,  drain- 
ing his  goblet.  "  We  have  gone  too  far  to 
recede,  and  what  is  more,  I  would  not  if  I 
could.  I  will  marry  Vannina  de  Matra,  and 
hang  Otho  de  Briesbach,  if  I  perish  the 
moment  after.  Your  sister  must  be  confined, 
let  her  do  or  say  what  she  will.  Vannina  once 
my  wife,  she  will  hold  her  infernal  tongue. 
To-morrow,  I  will  tell  Vannina  that  her  lover 
is  my  prisoner,  and  that  if  she  does  not  go 
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willingly  and  quietly  to  the  altar,  I  will  hang 
him  before  her  face.  Now  how  will  this  suit 
your  plans?" 

Gavotti  looked  gloomy  and  dissatisfied,  his 
face  being  alternately  flushed  and  deadly 
pale.  In  mind  and  intention  he  was  as  great 
a  villain  as  his  brother-in-law,  but  his  heart 
was  the  heart  of  a  coward ;  and  now  at  the 
eleventh  hour  he  quailed. 

"You  don't  answer,  man  ;  what  ails  you? 
Your  cheek  blanches  like  a  maiden's." 

"  To  you,  Francisco,  all  this  may  turn  out 
well ;  but  for  me,  I  now  see  it  would  have 
answered  better  if  de  Briesbach  had  been 
killed  in  his  last  encounter.  No  question  of 
any  kind  could  have  arisen  from  that;  it 
would  have  been  a  death  of  his  own  seeking. 
Those  men  were  employed  by  the  Eepublic, 
for  the  express  purpose  of  cutting  off  the 
Corsican  leaders.  He  was  shot  by  them  and 
there  was  an  end  of  him.  But  now,  if  you 
persist  in  hanging  him,  why — '* 

"  To   the    diavolo !  '^    fiercely    interrupted 
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Francisco,  "  with  your  cowardly  reasonings. 
I  have  made  up  m}^  mind.  I  will  hang  him 
as  a  Corsican  rebel,  taken  in  arms  against  the 
Republic,  as  I  have  hung  fifty  for  the  same 
crime.  You  shall  stand  free  of  this  work 
altogether;  let  that  content  you.  You  will 
gain  your  reward  and  the  deed  will  be  mine. 
Tell  those  rascals  they  shall  be  paid  their 
demands,  and  it  is  a  thousand  to  one  if  any 
enquiry  is  ever  made  after  this  Count  de 
Briesbach.  Besides,  the  Marchese  de  Maillbois 
is  here  with  a  fleet  and  a  force  Corsica  has  no 
possible  means  of  resisting.  Their  king  of  a 
few  months  embarked  yesterday  from  Calvi  to 
seek  aid  and  ammunition  from  some  con- 
tinental power,  which  he  will  not  get,  and 
consequently  never  come  back.  Maillbois  is 
a  fierce,  unrelenting  soldier,  and  will  cut  down 
the  rebels  like  chaff.  Their  leaders  will  fly, 
as  they  always  did,  to  the  continent,  and  in 
the  midst  of  such  confusion,  massacre,  and 
flight,  not  a  soul  will  enquire  where  is   the 
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once  famous  Cou  nt  de  Briesbacli.     Does  this 
picture  encourage  you  ?" 

It  certainly  had  an  effect  upon  Gavotti,  and 
shortly  after  the  worthy  associates  parted  for 
the  night. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  Lady  JYannina  de  Matr^,  the  day  after 
the  Count  de  Carignano  and  his  accomplice, 
had  determined  to  carry  out  their  vile 
projects,  sat  alone  in  her  chamber,  through 
the  window  of  which  a  splendid  view  of  the 
Mediterranean  was  to  be  seen.  Her  face  was 
paler  than  usual,  and  an  air  of  deep  dejection 
sat  upon  her  lovely  features.  Carignano  had 
that  morning  separated  her  from  her  beloved 
friend  Laurina,  and  she  felt  desolate  and 
bewildered,  though  firmly  and  resolutely 
determined  to  resist  all  Carignano's  base 
VOL.   III.  G 
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designs.  Still,  her  situation,  alone  and  un- 
protected, and  in  the  power  of  a  man  who 
had  no  scruples  of  conscience,  no  fear  of 
punishment,  to  deter  him  from  carrying  out 
any  project  his  daring  and  vicious  mind  con- 
ceived, was  a  melancholy  one.  She  also 
mourned  over  the  fate  of  her  father,  exiled 
from  his  country  and  child,  and  perhaps  a  pri- 
soner like  herself.  From  this  train  of  melan- 
choly reflections  she  was  aroused  by  the 
entrance  of  her  only  attendant,  the  sister  of 
Tomassi. 

Seeing  her  mistress  so  deeply  afflicted,  the 
kind-hearted  Martha  did  all  in  her  power  to 
cheer  her. 

"  Do  not  give  way  to  sorrow,  dear  lady. 
We  will  baffle  this  bad  man's  designs  yet. 
The  signora  Laurina  begged  me  to  tell  you 
to  keep  up  your  spirits,  for  let  the  Count  say 
and  threaten  what  he  may,  he  dares  not  force 
you  to  become  his  wife.  My  poor  fxther  is 
very  old  and  infirm,  or  even  I  could  do  much 
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to  serve  you/'  and  speaking  in  a  very  low 
voice,  she  continued,  '*  I  know  a  way  out  of 
this  castle,  lady,  that  is  known  only  to  myself, 
my  brother,  and  father." 

"  Good  heavens!"  exclaimed  Yannina,  her 
eyes  brightening,  and  her  cheeks  flushing  with 
excitement.  "  Oh,  blessed  Virgin  !  why  not 
then  take  me  away  from  this  horrid  man  ? 
Let  us  fly  this  very  night ;  there  is  safety  any- 
where once  out  of  this  dismal  fortress.'^ 

"  Alas !  dear  lady,  neither  you  nor  I  could, 
unassisted,  make  our  escape  through  this 
secret  outlet." 

"  Oh !  Martha,  only  try  me.  You  know  not 
what  I  can  accomplish  when  heart  and  soul 
both  pant  for  freedom  ;  how  is  it  ? — where  is 
it?" 

"If  we  had  two  stout  men  to  aid  us  per- 
haps it  would  be  possible,  but  there  is  not  a 
soul  in  the  fortress  besides  a  few  Genoese  and 
some  forty  or  fifty  of  the  most  ferocious  look- 
ing bandits,  for  I  can  call  them  nothing  else, 
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thougli  they  wear  a  uniform  and  call  them- 
selves soldiers  of  the  Eepublic.  Mj  father 
says  they  are  liberated  galley-slaves  and  as- 
sassins/' 

"  Gracious  Virgin !  in  what  a  situation  we 
are,"  exclaimed  Vannina,  clasping  her  hands. 

"  I  am  as  much  a  prisoner  as  yourself,  dear 
lady.  I  dare  not  go  even  into  the  outer  court 
of  the  castle,  and  not  a  soul  is  allowed  to 
enter,  excepting  their  own  men.  Some  few 
nights  ago  they  brought  in  some  prisoners ; 
but  of  what  sort  I  cannot  say.  I  only  caught 
a  word  or  two  passing  through  the  hall." 

"My  poor  countrymen  !"  sighed  Vannina. 
"  Centuries  of  struggles,  of  persecution  and 
cruelty.  Alas  !  I  fear  me,  notwithstanding  all 
the  gallant  de  Briesbach's  courage  and 
achievements,  Corsica  never  will  be  free. 
But  tell  me,  Martha,  where  is  this  secret  out- 
let? My  mind  still  dwells  on  making  the 
attempt.'' 

"  You  know   the  little  saloon,   lady,  that 
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adjoins  the  small  dismal  court-yard  on  the 
north  side  of  the  fortress  ?" 

"  Oh !  yes,  quite  well,"  replied  Vannina, 
'*  it  is  the  court  in  which  that  great  wheel  is, 
which,  in  former  times,  was  used  for  winding 
up  the  water  out  of  that  black  and  frightful 
well.  I  remember  it  from  my  childhood  ;  I 
was  always  afraid  to  go  i^into  that  court,  even 
with  my  father ;  it  is  so  dark  and  dismal,  and 
the  well  such  an  awful  depth. '^ 

"  Awfully  deep  it  is ;  and  yet  down  that 
well,  full  sixty  yards,  lies  'the  outlet  from  this 
fortress." 

Vannina  clasped  her  hands  and  fell  back 
in  her  chair  with  a  look  of  grievous  disap- 
pointment. 

"  Down  that  well !  good  heavens  !  Martha, 
do  explain." 

Martha  did  so,  as  already  related ;  but  she 
added  particulars  unknown  to  our  readers,  and 
which  were  communicated  to  de  Briesbach  by 
Tomassi,  after  leaving  the  presence  of  King 


126  BROKEN    FETTERS. 

Tbeodore.  It  appears  that  some  years  before 
in  one  of  the  many  revolts  of  the  Corsi- 
cans  against  their  oppressors,  Tomassi  took 
refuge  with  his  nephew  in  the  fortress  of 
Nonza.  It  struck  him,  that  should  the  castle 
be  besieged,  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  make 
the  outlet  he  had  discovered  available  for 
either  escape  or  the  means  of  procuring  food 
and  assistance.  As  the  well  was  of  no  man- 
ner of  use  for  the  garrison,  for  two  never 
failing  springs  issued  from  the  ground  in  the 
outer  court,  and  flowed  into  two  immense 
tanks  made  for  their  reception,  no  one  ever 
dreamed  of  drawing  water  from  the  enormous 
depth  it  was  in  the  well.  With  considerable 
labour,  for  he  had  only  his  nephew  and  his 
father  to  help  him,  Tomassi  formed  a  platform 
below  from  the  mouth  of  the  cave  across  the 
well  to  the  other  side,  leaving  an  aperture  of 
a  foot  or  two  in  width  in  the  middle  for  the 
chain  only  to  pass  through,  detaching  the 
huge  iron  bucket  from  the  chain,  which  was 
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left  hanging  into  the  well  its  whole  length* 
But  Nonza  was  neither  garrisoned  nor  at- 
tacked, for  the  Lord  de  Matra  took  the  oath 
of  allegiance  to  the  Republic,  and  Tomassi 
and  his  nephew  left  the  castle  and  went  to 
the  mountains,  where  they  remained  till  de 
Briesbach  attacked  San  Fiorenzo,  when  he 
and  his  nephew  joined  his  band.  Tomassi's 
intelligence,  courage,  and  ardent  love  of  free- 
dom soon  attracted  the  attention  of  Otho,  to 
whom  he  became  much  attached. 

"  Alas  !*'  said  Vannina,  as  her  attendant 
ended  her  explanation,  ''  we  could  never  de- 
scend that  well  by  the  chain." 

"  No,  dear  lady,  you  could  not ;  none  but 
a  daring  and  powerful  man  could  do  that.  If 
we  had  assistance  and  could  lower  you  down 
in  a  chair,  it  might  be  done;  but  as  we  are 
now  helpless,  it  is  impossible.  T  have  been 
thinking  that  the  Count  de  Briesbach  must 
soon  discover  the  secret  entrance,  and  you 
will   yet   be    rescued.      I    scarcely   sleep  at 
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night,  thinking  such  an  event  will  assuredly 
happen." 

"  But  how  ascend  such  a  height  by  a  chain?'* 
demanded  Vannina. 

"  Tomassi  always  said  that  could  be  easily 
done  by  inserting  iron  pieces  into  the  chain, 
but  an  active,  strong  man  could  climb  the 
chain  as  it  is." 

"  God  send  that  the  Count  may  discover 
our  place  of  captivity  ;  but  the  secresy  with 
which  I  was  brought  here,  added  to  the  im- 
probability of  my  being  kept  a  captive  in  my 
father's  own  castle,  may  prevent  his  seeking 
me  in  this  remote  part  of  Corsica." 

Before  Martha  could  reply,  the  door  of  the 
saloon  opened,  and  the  Count  de  Carignano 
entered  the  chamber.  The  blood  rushed  to 
the  cheek  and  temple  of  Vannina  as  she  cast 
a  look  of  scorn  and  disgust  at  this  intrusion, 
without  even  the  civility  of  announcing  his 
visit. 

"  You  may  retire,  young  woman,"  said  the 
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intruder,  turning  from  the  gaze  of  Vannina, 
with  a  flushed  cheek.  "  I  wish  to  speak  to 
your  mistress,  alone." 

"  I  am  in  my  father's  castle,"  said  Vannina, 
firmly  and  haughtily,  "  and  I  request  you  will 
remain,  Martha.  The  Count  de  Carignano 
can  have  nothing  to  say  to  de  Matra's  daugh- 
ter that  requires  secresy." 

The  Count's  lip  trembled  with  passion  as  he 
fixed  his  dark  eyes  upon  the  maiden.  Making 
an  effort  to  restrain  his  rage,  he  said, 

"  Lady,  you  had  better  dismiss  your  atten- 
dant. I  have  that  to  say,  you  only  ought  to 
hear.  You  have  already  lost  your  former  com- 
panion and  friend,  owing  to  her  unruly 
tongue;  do  not  force  me  to  resort  to  violence 
to  remove  that  woman,  who,  if  she  persists  in 
obeying  your  commands,  shall  quit  the  castle 
on  the  instant.  What  I  have  to  say  will  not 
detain  you  half  an  hour." 

A  look  from  Martha  decided  Vannina  to 
accede    to    Carignano's  request,    though    it 

a  5 
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cost  lier  pride  miicli ;  and  the  tears  were 
forcing  themselves  into  her  eyes.  She 
nootioned  with  her  hand  to  the  young  woman 
to  leave  the  room. 

As  the  door  closed  upon  Martha,  the 
Count  approached  Vannina,  and  in  a 
milder  and  more  conciliating  tone,  said : 

"  You  have  forced  me,  Lady,  to  these  harsh 
measures.     T  used  every  persuasion  to — " 

"  Count  Carignano,''  haughtily  interrupted 
Vannina.  "  I  have  before  told  you,  any  con- 
versation on  the  subject  you  would  again 
harass  me  with,  is  worse  than  useless.  My 
determination  is  unalterable.  If  you  have 
nothing  further  to  say,  our  interview  may  end 
here,"  and  she  rose  from  her  chair. 

"  Ee  it  so,"  fiercely  exclaimed  the  Count,, 
easily  excited  to  passion,  and  laying  his  hand 
on  Yannina's  arm  to  prevent  her  leaving  the 
chamber.  "  We  will  see  how  long  this  proud 
defiance  of  me  will  last.  We  will  see 
whether  this  boasted  firmness  is  to  be  moved 
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or  shaken.  It  has  been  my  good  fortune  to 
capture  a  notorious  rebel  some  few  days  back. 
It  is  my  usual  custom,  as  Commissary 
General  of  Ajaccio  and  all  this  district,  to 
hang  at  once  every  rebel  captured  in  arras 
against  the  "Republic.  It  is  in  your  power  to 
save  this  rebel's  life.  The  Count  de  Briesbach 
is  now  a  prisoner  in  this  fortress !" 

Though  the  heart  of  Vannina  beat  almost 
audibly  from  the  very  commencement  of  the 
Count's  address,  she  mastered  her  emotion 
so  as  to  be  able  to  reply,  though  she  could 
not  quite  conquer  the  tremulous  tone  of  her 
voice. 

"  Till  I  see  the  Count  de  Briesbach,"  said 
Vannina,  '*  I  feel  it  impossible  to  believe 
one  whose  actions  and  words  are  a  foul  re- 
proach to  a  Christian  and  a  gentleman.  It 
is  not  likely  that  so  brave  and  gallant  an 
officer  as  Otho  de  Briesbach  should  become 
a  captive  to  a  band  of  despicable  and  atrocious 
assassins." 
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"  Seeing  is  certainly  believing,"  retorted 
the  Count,  calmly,  though  his  severe  glance 
and  curling  lip  told  how  keenly  he  felt  the 
words  of  the  young  girl.  "  I  will  not  intro- 
duce this  preux  chevalier  into  this  chamber, 
but  you  shall  see  that,  for  once  at  least, 
Francisco  de  Carignano  can  speak  truth. 
When  convinced  of  my  power  over  that 
adventurer,  we  may  perhaps  come  to  better 
terms,"  and  without  another  word,  he  left 
the  room,  leaving  Vannina  in  a  state  of  mind 
inconceivable,  for  she  now  felt  convinced  that 
her  lover,  by  some  unaccountable  misfortune, 
had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  his  very  bitterest 
foe. 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  the  key  turned  in 
the  lock,  for  Vannina  was  in  truth  a  captive, 
and  the  Count  Francisco  re-entered  the  room, 
a  look  of  triumphant  malice  resting  on  his 
features. 

''  If  you  will  follow  me,  lady,  into  the 
saloon  looking  into  the  well  court,  you  will 
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be  able  to  judge  how  much  depends  upon 
your  acceding  to  my  terms.  I  tell  you 
plainly,  the  life  of  de  Briesbach  hangs  by  a 
hair." 

''  Cowardly  villain !"  muttered  Vannina, 
as  she  rose  to  follow  her  persecutor,  for  resist 
the  impulse  to  once  more  look  upon  her  lover 
she  could  not.  "  May  God  defeat  your  vile 
intentions." 

Passing  through  a  narrow  gallery,  though 
she  felt  her  limbs  almost  too  weak  to  bear  her, 
and  her  heart  to  throb  with  violence,  they 
reached  the  saloon  mentioned  by  Martha  in 
the  morning.  Half  blinded  by  emotion,  she 
gazed  from  the  window  into  the  small 
court  beneath,  in  the  middle  of  which  stood 
the  deep  well  and  its  ponderous  machinery 
for  raisin  g  the  immense  chain.  From  a  small 
door  in  the  s  quare  tower  that  formed  one  side 
of  the  court,  the  tall  figure  of  a  man  emerged, 
the  door  closed,  and  the  btranger  stood 
alone  in    the    court.     Laying  his  hand  upon 
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the  ai'm  of  the  almost  fainting  girl,  the  Count 
Carlo^nano  exclaimed  in  a  bitter  tone  of 
triumph. 

"  Do  you  believe  me  now,  lady?" 

The  stranger  for  a  moment  raised  his  head, 
as  he  cast  a  keen  and  anxious  glance  around 
the  court,  and  Vannina,  with  a  sigh  that 
seemed  to  choke  her,  saw  the  features  of  Otho 
de  Briesbach. 

Our  hero  at  that  moment  passed  across  the 
court,  and  looking  up  at  the  windows,  be- 
held for  an  instant,  the  pale  and  anxious 
features  of  Vannina,  just  as  Carignano  laid 
his  hand  upon  her  arm  to  draw  her  from  the 
spot.  With  a  start  of  surprise,  he  sprang 
forward,  and  placing  his  shoulder  to  the  door 
that  led  from  the  chamber  beneath  into  the 
court,  he  burst  it  open  with  a  violent  crash 
and  splintering  of  the  wood. 

Carignano  saw  the  spring  the  Count  made, 
and  turned  deadly  pale,  as  he  heard  the 
crash  of  the  door.     The  soldiers  in  the  guard- 
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room  heard  the  sound  also,  and  ran  pell 
raell  into  the  court.  Their  prisoner  had 
disappeared  through  the  door,  and  they 
rushed  after  him. 

Francisco  de  Carignano  for  a  moment  was 
bewildered.  Yannina  in  breathless  agitation 
stood  with  her  hands  clasped,  her  eyes  fixed 
with  a  nameless  terror  upon  the  door.  It  was 
all  the  work  of  an  instant;  a  staircase  led 
from  the  hall  below  to  the  chamber  they  were 
in.  Eecovering  himself,  Carignano  hastened 
forward  with  the  intention  to  lock  and  bolt 
the  door  ;  he  was  too  late,  for  it  was  driven 
in  by  a  powerful  hand,  and  Otho  de  Briesbach, 
his  eyes  flashing  with  rage  and  flushed  with 
intense  excitement,  burst  into  the  room.  With 
a  cry  of  joy,  Vannina  threw  herself  into  his 
arms. 

The  shouts  of  the  men  who  followed  on 
his  footsteps  were  distinctly  heard. 
Carignano  was  darting  through  the  door,  for 
be  was  totally  unarmed,  when  our  hero,  sud- 
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denly  releasing  Yannina,  after  whispering  a 
few  words  of  joy  and  love  into  her  ear, 
grasped  the  Genoese  with  a  power  that  held 
him  Hke  a  vice.  Vain  was  every  effort  the 
furious  Count  made.  Otho's  grasp  was  one  of 
iron,  and  with  a  whispered  threat  he  struck 
Carignano  fiercely.  Several  armed  men 
burst  into  the  chamber,  driving  the  terrified 
Martha  before  them.  They  were  rushing 
upon  de  Briesbach,  when  he  shouted  to  them 
to  stand  back,  or  the  next  moment  he  would 
hurl  Carignano  through  the  window  into  the 
court  below. 

This  appeared  no  vain  boast  to  the  men, 
who  paused  for  a  moment  irresolute,  struck 
by  the  fierce  gaze  of  excitement  and  passion 
that  de  Briesbach  cast  upon  them.  His 
singularly  powerful  frame,  and  his  well 
remembered  strength  and  unflinching  deter- 
mination saved  him  for  the  moment. 

"  Give  me  two  minutes  to  speak  to  the 
Lady  Vannina,"  he  said  to    Carignano,  "  and 
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I   give   you    my    word,   I   will   follow  your 
men  without  resistance,  if  not,  we  perish  to 
gether." 

"  Be  it  so,"  exclaimed  Carignano,  half 
suffocated  with  passion  and  shame,  and  in- 
wardly swearing  a  deep  and  bitter  retalia- 
tion. 

Motioning  to  the  men  to  retire,  Carignano 
was  released.  No  sooner  free  than  he  rushed 
from  the  room  and  returned  almost  im- 
mediately with  the  men,  but  taking  care 
this  time  to  arm  himself  with  sword  and 
pistol. 

Though  scarcely  two  minutes  had  elapsed, 
Otho  whispered  words  of  hope  and  love  in 
the  ear  of  the  distracted  Yannina,  who  wept 
upon  his  bosom  in  uncontrollable  anguish. 
As  Carignano  entered  the  chamber,  Vannina 
with  a  sudden  effort  conquered  her  violent 
emotion,  and  stepping  forward  confronted  the 
flushed  and  passion  distorted  Carignano. 

''  Hear    me,    Count,"    said  Yannina,    in  a 
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voice  of  deep  emotion,  though  firm  and  clear, 
"  if  no  outrage  is  offered  to  the  Count  de 
Briesbach,  I  solemnly  call  upon  Heaven  to 
hear  my  vow.     I  promise — '^ 

"  Promise  nothing,  dear  lady,''  interrupted 
Otho,  stepping  forward  and  confronting  the 
Count.  "  Promise  that  man  nothing,  unless 
it  be  unlimited  scorn  and  detestation.  Have 
no  fear  for  me,  dearest  lady  ;  this  man  dares 
not—'' 

"Away  with  him,"  fiercely  exclaimed 
Carignano,  stepping  between  Otho  and  the 
trembling  Vannina,  and  with  a  fiendish  laugh 
repeating  the  words  of  the  Count, 

"  Dare  not !  we  shall  see,  Count  de  Briesbach ; 
if  such  is  your  title,  we  shall  see  what 
Francisco  de  Carignano  dares  do,''  and 
motioning  with  his  cocked  pistol  to  his 
men,  they  closed  round  our  hero  to  lead  him 
away. 

For  a  moment  de  Briesbach  hesitated, 
while   his   dark  eyes    gleamed  with  passion ; 
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the  next  his  gaze  fell  upon  Vannina,  who 
with  clasped  hands  and  tearful  eyes  seemed 
to  implore  him  to  give  waj  to  his  enemy  for 
a  time. 

"  Keep  lip  your  spirits,  dearest,"  cried 
Otho,  ''  there  is  hope  in  the  future ;  fare  thee 
well,"  and  without  bestowing  a  thought  upon 
the  fierce  men  who  surrounded  him,  he 
passed  from  the  chamber,  and  Vannina 
throwing  herself  into  the  arms  of  Martha, 
wept  bitterly. 

The  young  woman  uttered  not  a  word,  for 
Francisco  de  Carignano  still  stood  pistol  in 
hand,  as  if  rooted  to  the  spot.  For  several 
moments  not  a  word  was  sp.oken,  the  Count 
gazed  upon  the  form  of  Vannina  as  she  leaned 
her  head  upon  the  shoulder  of  Martha.  There 
was  no  compunction  or  regret  in  the  look  he 
cast  upon  his  victim,  far  from  it,  but  a  glance 
of  triumphant  malice  stole  over  his  features, 
as  he  uttered  in  alow  tone,  "dares  not!''  A 
mocking  laugh  followed,  and  then  placing  the 
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pistol  in  his  vest,  lie  said  looking  savagely  in 
Martha's  face. 

''  Take  your  mistress  to  her  chamber,  and 
mark  me,  heed  what  you  are  about.  I  have 
my  eye  upon  you  and  mistrust  you.  Beware !" 
and  turning  he  left  the  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Whilst  the  scene  described  in  tlie  last 
chapter  was  taking  place,  Ludovico  Gavotti 
was  seated  in  a  distant  chamber  of  the  castle, 
in  earnest  conversation  with  the  new  leader 
of  the  band  of  assassins.  Unlike  his  deceased 
predecessor,  who  wasof  great  bulk  and  stature, 
this  man  was  gaunt  and  lean,  but  with 
every  appearance  of  muscular  strength.  His 
countenance,  tanned  to  the  colour  of  mahog- 
any, wore  an  expression  more  of  low  cunning 
than  ferocity  ;  his  attire  was  according  to  the 
mode  designed  by  the  Genoese  Republic — a 
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sort  of  uniform ;  but  the  ruffians  having  a 
little  taste  of  their  own  to  consult,  and  almost 
perfect  license  to  act  as  they  pleased,  made 
additions  to  their  costumes  which  decidedly 
gave  them  more  the  look  of  a  band  of  lawless 
brigands,  than  paid  soldiers  of  a  civilized  Re- 
public. Their  persons  were  a  perfect 
armoury,  being  garnished  like  a  porcupine's 
back  with  poniards  and  pistols,  and  a  for- 
midable looking  knife,  used  for  sundry  pur- 
poses. 

This  leader  of  the  assassins  and  Ludovico 
were  conversing  rather  angrily .  The  former 
was  pacing  the  chamber  5  his  immense 
broad  flapping  beaver,  with  its  drooping 
feather,  stuck  upon  his  head  without  any  ob- 
servance of  respect  for  his  companion. 

"  No,"  he  exclaimed,  to  some  observation 
of  Ludovico.  "  No,  it  won't  do ;  I  will  have 
the  terms  agreed  upon.  Per  Bacco  I  Look 
ye,  here's  a  sum  of^" 

The  sound  of  hasty  footsteps  in  the  passage 
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caused  the  man  to  pause ;  the  door  was 
thrown  open,  and  Francisco  de  Carignano 
entered  the  room.  His  flushed  features  and 
excited  mien  were  perceptible  at  once  to  the 
two  men. 

The  assassin  doffed  his  beaver,  and  bowed, 
with  a  half-humble,  half-mocking  expression 
on  his  weather-beaten  face ;  while  Ludovico 
said  somewhat  anxiously, 

"  What  has  occurred  ?  anything  new  ?  You 
look—" 

"Never  mind  my  looks,''  fiercely  inter- 
rupted Carignano;  "there  is  something  else 
to  do.  What  does  this  man  want  here?  I 
thought  I  told  you  I  agreed  to  his  terms,  and 
that  he  was  to  leave  the  fortress  at  once  with 
his  men." 

The  leader  of  the  assassins  curled  his  mous- 
tache with  his  fingers,  looking  fiercely  at 
Gavotti^  and  then  turning  to  the  Count,  said, 
in  no  very  gentle  tone, 

"  Per  BacGo !  Count,  you  treat  your  allies 
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but  scurvilj  when  jou  have  no  further  need 
of  their  services;  but  it  won't  do — Santa  Ma- 
donna! it  won't  do.  Promises  are  fine 
things.  You  said  that  you  agreed  to  our 
terms.  Do  so,  and  I  cry  quits.  But — "  and 
he  grinned  very  facetiously  as  he  continued, 
"  in  this  rascally  country,  Count,  there  is  no 
bank  that  cashes  notes,  bills,  &c.,  let  alone 
promises.  We  want  the  stuff,  Count — the 
hard  cash;  that's  the  long  and  short  of  it. 
Without  that  we  cannot  stir ;  'tis  an  ill-paid 
job,  after  all." 

The  Count  bit  his  lip,  and  looked  hard  at 
his  brother-in-law,  saying, 

''  So  you  want  the  gold  before  you  quit  the 
fortress?'' 

"  Body  of  me !  Count,  you  have  hit  the 
mark.  That's  just  it ;  pay  the  sum  agreed, 
and  we  part  friends." 

"  If  I  do  not,  what  then  ?" 

"Oh!  what  then?  Why,  we'll  take  our 
prisoner  away  with  us,  and  sell  him  for  the 
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price  agreed  upon  for  the  head  of  every 
rebel  leader.  Besides,  the  large  amount  es- 
pecially offered  for  the  head  of  this  worthy 
Count  de  Briesbach — " 

"  You  will  take  your  prisoner  with  you/* 
passionately  exclaimed  Carignano,  drawing  a 
pistol  from  his  vest,  and  without  a  second  of 
thought,  or  before  the  startled  assassin  could 
release  his  weapon,  with  a  curse  upon  his 
lips,  he  fired,  saying,  "  Take  that  as  a  dis- 
charge of  my  debt." 

The  ball  passed  through  the  wretch's 
brain  ;  with  a  shriek  he  sprung  forward,  and 
falling  against  the  table  on  which  Gavotti  was 
leaning,  fell  dead  on  the  floor,  knocking  down 
Ludovico  at  the  same  time. 

Pale  as  death,  and  as  ghastly  as  the  dead 
body  beside  him,  Gavotti  rose  from  the  floor, 
gazing  wildly  and  terror  struck  upon  the 
motionless  form  of  the  Count,  who  was  gazing 
upon  the  prostrate  body  of  one  who,  though 
he  richly  deserved  his  fate,  was  yet  hurried 

VOL.   in.  H 
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before  his  Maker  with  all  his  crimes  upon  his 
head  unatoned  for.  The  Count's  look  was 
one  of  scorn  and  satisfied  malice. 

" That  account  is  settled;  eh,  Ludovico?'* 
cried  the  Count,  with  a  brutal  laugh. 

"  In  the  name  of  all  the  saints,  why  did  you 
commit  that  deed  ?*'  exclaimed  Ludovico, 
trembling  from  head  to  foot  with  fear.  "  That 
man's  comrades  will  take  a  fearful  revenge." 

"Man!"  fiercely  exclaimed  Carignano, 
"you  have  no  more  courage  than  a  woman; 
but  I  wrong  them :  a  woman  has  more  in  her 
little  finger  than  you  have  in  your  whole 
body.  Go ;  send  up  three  or  four  of  our  men 
to  take  away  the  carcase  and  bury  it  in  the 
outer  court  behind  the  castle." 

"But  his  comrades — his  men,  Francisco, 
can  now — " 

"Fool!  your  fears  blind  you,"  muttered 
the  Count ;  "  his  men  left  the  castle  an  hour 
ago ;  they  went  on  to  Ajaccio.  This  rascal 
stayed  behind  to  try  and  bully  me  out  of  the 
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gold;  but  he's  paid/'  and  laughing  brutally, 
he  said,  throwing  the  discharged  pistol  from 
him,  "  I  don't  require  any  receipts." 

"  But  the  men  will  come  back  to  look  for 
their  leader,"  said  Gavotti,  still  shaking  with 
fear,  as  his  eye  rested  upon  the  body  before 
him. 

"Let  them.  There  are  sixty  soldiers  de- 
voted to  me  now  in  the  fortress.  The  rascal 
was  insolent,  and  I  shot  him.  Who  will 
question  in  these  times  whether  Francisco  de 
Carignano  pistoled  a  miserable  member  of  the 
assassin  band  for  insubordination,  or,  if  you 
like  it  better,  his  own  satisfaction  ?  There,  get 
some  colour  in  your  cheeks,  and  let  that  car- 
case be  taken  away.  Send  Andrea  to  me — I 
have  a  job  for  that  worthy.  To-morrow 
Vannina  de  Matra  weds  Francisco  de  Carig- 
nano, and  hark  ye !  you  may  ask  the  Jesuits 
for  your  reward,  for,"  he  savagely  added,  as 
he  left  the  chamber,  "  for  to-morrow  Otho  de 
Briesbach  dies." 

H  2 
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Ludovico  Gavotti  stood  for  a  moment 
stupified.  Like  all  villains,  especially  cow- 
ardly ones,  his  fears — now  that  all  he  had 
been  plotting  for  was  on  the  point  of  prosper- 
ing— his  fears  poisoned  every  moment  of  his 
existence.  He  had  all  along  dreaded  the 
violence  of  Carignano's  passions,  and  latterly 
lived  in  perpetual  terror  lest  their  projects 
should  fail  and  discovery  ensue,  from  the 
Count's  listening  to  no  reasoning  .when  his 
violent  passions  got  the  mastery.  He  bitterly 
regretted  acceding  to  his  brother-in-law's 
desire  of  capturing  de  Briesbach,  instead  of 
allowing  him  to  be  shot  down  when  attacked 
by  the  assassins.  The  eflfects  of  an  ill  spent 
life  were  beginning  to  be  felt,  for  conscience 
was  at  work  in  the  breast  of  Ludovico  Gavotti ; 
but  it  was  only  fear  that  created  those  qualms  • 
Could  he  have  seen  his  way  clear  before  him, 
he  would  have  felt  no  remorse.  With  a 
shudder,  he  cast  a  look  upon  the  lifeless  body, 
and  hastened  to  the  guard-room.  The  soldiers 
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were  talking  over  the  recent  scene  with  their 
prisoner,  the  Lady  Vannina,  and  Francisco  de 
Carignano.  Gavotti  then  first  learned  the 
particulars,  and  he  was  no  longer  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  the  passion  and  mad  act  of  Carig- 
nano. 

Gavotti,  with  as  calm  a  countenance  as  he 
could  assume,  told  the  men  that  the  leader  of 
the  assassins  had  been  shot  by  the  Count  for 
insolence  and  threats.  Though  the  men 
looked  surprised,  they  only  laughed,  saying, 

"  Served  him  right.  It's  a  great  shame  that 
such  villains  should  be  classed  with  and 
treated  in  the  same  way  as  honest  soldiers. 
He  only  got  what  he  deserved.  The  Count 
has  saved  the  hangman  the  trouble  he  would 
have  had  some  of  these  days  when  this  Corsi- 
can  war  is  finished,  for  those  rascals  would  go 
back  to  their  old  trade  of  assassins  and  rob- 
bers." 

Gaining  a  little  courage  by  the  conversa- 
tion and  remarks  of  the  soldiers,  and  seeing 
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how  lightly  they  seemed  to  regard  the  affair, 
Gavotti  began  to  revive,  and  in  a  few  hours, 
after  having  imbibed  a  considerable  quantity 
of  wine,  he  joined  again  heartily  with  his  vile 
brother-in-law  in  bringing  their  projects  to  a 
successful  termination. 

Andrea,  having  received  instructions  from 
Carignano,  and  a  purse  well  filled  as  a  reward 
for  his  own  share  in  the  transactions  that  were 
to  take  place  on  the  morrow,  left  the  Fortress 
of  Nonza,  and,  attended  by  half-a-dozen  of  the 
soldiers  of  the  garrison,  proceeded  to  a  small 
convent  at  the  base  of  the  hill,  where  resided 
some  ten  or  twelve  brethren  of  St.  Francis. 

Whether  the  worthy  fathers  saw  it  was  use- 
less to  resist  the  orders  of  the  Count  de  Carig- 
nano, or  they  were  satisfied  with  the  donation 
sent  to  their  poor  foundation,  we  know  not ; 
but  one  of  the  Padres  returned  to  the  fortress 
with  the  valet,  and  immediately  had  an  inter- 
view with  Francisco  de  Carignano. 

After  a  very  short  conference  the  priest  was 
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conducted  to  a  chamber,  and  partaking  of 
some  refreshment  retired  to  rest,  turning  over 
in  his  mind  what  he  had  to  do  on  the  follow- 
ing morning. 
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CHAPTEE    X. 


Vannina  de  Matra,  in  the  meantime,  re-- 
mained  a  prisoner  in  her  own  chamber,  a 
prey  to  the  most  bitter  reflections.  In  vain 
she  tortm-ed  her  mind  ;  no  way,  no  hope  did 
there  appear,  of  her  being  able  to  baffle  the 
designs  of  her  cruel  and  relentless  enemy,  and 
trembling  for  the  fate  of  her  lover,  for  well 
she  knew  that  Carignano  was  capable  of  com- 
mitting any  deed,  no  matter  how  infamous, 
if  his  passions  or  interests  excited  him  to  the 
act. 

Deprived  of  all  the  consolation  that  friend- 
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ship  would  have  afforded  her,  by  the  close  con- 
finement of  Laurina  to  her  chamber,  by  the 
orders  of  Carignano,  she  passed  her  nights 
without  sleep,  and  in  tears.  Martha  did  all 
in  her  power  to  console  her  mistress,  but  in 
vain,  for  she  too  was  as  much  a  prisoner  as 
her  mistress.  Pale,  dejected  and  miserable, 
Vannina  rose  from  her  couch,  and  scarcely 
tasting  the  breakfast  Martha  placed  before 
her,  seated  herself  in  a  chair  and  un- 
consciously cast  her  eyes  over  the  broad 
expanse  of  water  beneath,  sparkling  and 
rippling  in  the  bright  sunshine  of  a  summer 
day.  Alas  !  what  a  sad  contrast  the  beauties 
of  nature  offered  to  the  lonely  and  miserable 
captive  in  her  dismal  chamber. 

Vannina  was  roused  from  her  wretched 
train  of  thought  by  the  entrance  of  Martha, 
whose  face  was  deadly  pale  and  her  manner 
greatly  agitated.  As  the  door  opened  to  let 
]\Iartha  in,  Vannina,  as  she  raised  her  eyes, 
beheld  two  soldiers  in  the  corridor  without. 

fl  5 
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A  sensation  of  faintness  came  over  her,  aa 
catching  hold  of  her  attendant's  arm,  she 
said, 

"Something  new,  Martha;  some  fresh 
misery  is  to  be  heaped  upon  my  ill-fated  head^ 
I  am  sure,  by  your  looks/' 

The  young  woman's  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
as  she  replied,  in  a  low  tone. 

''  There  is  a  Providence,  lady,  and  I  trust 
its  mercy  will  shield  you  yet.  Summon  all 
your  courage.  You  must  come  with  me.  Oh  I 
come  of  your  own  accord,  for  those  rude 
soldiers  in  the  corridor  have  orders  to  force 
you." 

At  first,  fear  held  Vannina  mute;  the 
instant  after  the  hot  blood  of  the  de  Matr^s 
rushed  to  cheek  and  temple,  and  with  an 
effort  she  rose  proudly  from  her  seat. 

"  Is  the   villain  so  cowardly  as  to  send  his 

rude    soldiers    to  drag   the    daughter   of  de 

Matr^  before  him.     Where  is   he  ?     Lead  on, 

Martha.     For    myself  I  fear  him    not.     But 
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oh !  God/'  and  she  clasped  her  hands,  "  I  see 
it  all.     The  noble   de  Briesbach — '' 

She  could  utter  no  more,  for  she  felt  as  if  she 
should  be  suffocated.  She  reached  the  same 
chamber  in  which  had  been  enacted  the  scene 
of  the  previous  day,  and  Martha  opening  the 
door  Vannina  entered  the  room. 

It  requh'ed  her  utmost  courage  and  all  the 
nerve  she  possessed  by  nature  to  prevent  her 
from  fainting.  Carignano  hastily  stepped 
forward  to  take  her  hand,  but  she  spurned  his 
offer  with  a  look  of  utter  scorn  and  contempt, 
and  stood  erect  and  motionless,  gazing  upon 
the  persons  who  were  standing  around. 

Leaning  against  the  side  of  a  window, 
without  raising  his  eyes  from  the  floor,  was 
Ludovico  Gavotti.  In  the  middle  of  the  room, 
near  a  table,  on  which  were  placed  a  book  or 
two  and  some  paper  and  an  inkstand,  stood  a 
Franciscan  monk,  his  hands  crossed  upon  his 
breast,  and  the  cowl  of  his  cloak  entirely  con- 
cealing his  face  from  the  gaze  of  Vannina. 

'*  Lady,"  said   the  Count    de    Carignano, 
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breaking  the  painful  silence  and  making  an 
effort  to  speak  blandly  and  kindly,  "  it  grieves 
me  to  be — " 

"  To  be  a  villain  openly!  Count  de 
Carignano,  seek  not  to  gild  your  baseness  by 
tbe  mockery  of  civility.  What  is  your  pur- 
pose in  summoning  the  daughter  of  the  Count 
de  Matra  to  your  presence,  -with  the  threat  of 
being  dragged  hither  by  your  rude  soldiers  ?'* 

Though  Carignano  bit  his  lips,  till  the 
blood  nearly  flowed,  with  suppressed  rage,  he 
answered  with  a  forced  laugh, 

"  Your  father,  lady,  is  the  cause.  He 
pledged  his  honour  that  your  hand  should  be 
mine.  I  took  him  at  his  word  and  waited 
patiently  three  years.  He  forfeited  his  word 
from  caprice  or  interest — I  care  not  which.. 
I  swore  you  should  be  mine,  and  as  you  wish 
me  to  speak  openly,  I  swear  you  shall  be  my 
bride  before  you  quit  this  chamber.^' 

"  Never,  coward,  undeserving  the  name  of 
man.     Never,  I  swear — " 

"  Swearnot,  lady;  you   will  change  your 
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mind/'  interrupted  the  Count,  savagely. 
'*  Look  !''  As  he  spoke,  despite  her  resistance 
he  forced  her  to  the  window. 

''  Oh  !  God,''  exclaimed  the  miserable  girl, 
"  can  this  be  reality  ?''  and  she  clasped  her 
hands  wildly  and  throwing  herself  on  her 
knees,  implored  Carignano  to  have  mercy. 

What  had  Vannina  de  Matra  beheld  in  that 
transient  glance?  Beneath  the  window  in  the 
court  of  the  well,  and  bound  to  one  of  the 
posts  of  the  frame- work,  stood  Otho  de  Bries- 
bach  ;  leaning  on  their  heavy  muskets,  a 
dozen  of  the  Eepublican  soldiers  upon  the 
rampart  wall,  a  few  paces  above  where  de 
Briesbach  was  stationed. 

As  Vannina  sunk  upon  her  knees  before 
Carignano,  the  Franciscan  Friar  made  a  sud- 
den movement  forward,  but  checked  himself 
as  Carignano  said,  in  a  triumphant  tone, 

"  Mercy  !  Yes,  lady,  he  shall  have  mercy. 
Give  me  this  hand,"  he  raised  her  from  the 
ground,  ''  and  the  Count  de  Briesbach  shall 
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be  free.  Refuse  me  again,  I  raise  my  hand 
to  yonder  window,  and  he  dies  the  death  of  a 
rebel." 

"  Oh !  merciful  Father,"  murmured  Van- 
nina,  with  clasped  hands  and  sick  at  heart. 
"What  a  fate!"  Suddenly  drawing  herself 
up  firmly  and  proudly,  and  with  a  grandeur 
and  dignity  of  manner  that  ever  awed  Carig- 
nano,  she  said  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice.  "  Be 
it  so.  Swear  on  that  book,  Francisco  de 
Carignano  ;  swear  that  Otho  de  Briesbach 
shall  depart  the  castle  free  and  uninjured, 
and  that  no  attempt  is  made  to  pursue  him  for 
four-and-twenty  hours;  and — and-—"  her 
voice  faltered,  "  I  consent  to  your  terms. 
But  hear  me — "  and  her  voice  became  dis- 
tinct and  clear,  and  her  gaze  made  even  her 
cruel  persecutor  drop  his  eyes  to  the  floor. 
"  Hear  me,  while  I  solemnly  declare  before 
God — never,  never  shall  you  obtain  from  me 
any  other  feeling  than  that  of  unmitigated 
scorn  and  hate ;  and  God  help  me !  may  the 
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time  on  this  earth  that   I   have   to  bear  my 
sufferings  be  brief." 

A  sneer  curled  the  lip  of  Carignano,  as  he 
replied, 

"  I  must  trust  to  time,  lady,  to  conquer 
your  hatred  ;  and  if  that  great  soother  of  all 
strong  feelings  fails,  why,  dear  lady,  we  shall 
be  no  worse  than  thousands  of  others.  Now, 
Friar,  give  me  the  book,  and  let  me  swear  to 
perform  the  terms  demanded  by  my  intended 
bride.'' 

He  had  scarcely  ceased  speaking  before  a 
loud  shout  from  without  reached  their  ears, 
followed  by  the  instantaneous  report  of  a 
dozen  muskets  in  the  court  below.  With  a 
wild  shriek  of  anguish  Vannina  threw  up  her 
hands,  and  fell  senseless  into  the  arms  of 
Martha,  who  had  rushed  forward  just  in  time 
to  catch  her. 

Ludovico  Gavotti  left  the  room  precipi- 
tately, seemingly  bewildered. 

Carignano  was  following,  when  the  Fran- 
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ciscan  Friar,  dashing  back  his  cowl,  ex- 
claimed, in  a  voice  hoarse  with  rage  and  pas- 
sion. 

"  Infamous  and  perjured  villain,  you  have 
slain  my  friend.  Let  this  end  your  villany 
and  your  life  ;"  and  drawing  a  pistol  from 
beneath  his  cloak  he  fired. 

"  Ha !  accursed  villain,  you  have  slain  me,*' 
exclaimed  the  Count  de  Garignano,  as  he 
made  a  rush  back  and  grappled  with  the 
Friar. 

"Fool!  idiot!  that  I  was,"  roared  the 
Monk,  "that  I  did  not  do  so  sooner;"  and 
seizing  Carignano  in  his  grasp,  after  a  short 
struggle,  threw  him  on  the  floor.  Blood 
flowed  from  the  mouth  and  nostrils  of  the 
Count,  as  he  writhed  in  agony,  and  then  lay 
still  as  death. 

During  this  brief  struggle,  Vannina  remained 
prostrate  in  the  arms  of  Martha.  The  young 
woman  trembled  in  every  limb,  gazing  in 
mute  terror  alternately  upon   the  passionate 
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features  of  the  Friar,  and  the  bleeding  and 
apparently  lifeless  form  of  the  Count. 

"  Bear  that  unfortunate  lady  hence,"  ex- 
claimed the  Monk.  "  Where  is  Laurina 
Gavotti  ?' 

"  In  the  chamber  over  this/'  replied 
Martha.  "Who  are  you?  They  will  be 
back  in    a  few   moments,   and   will  murder 

you." 

"  In  the  confusion  and  uproar  below  they 
may  not  have  heard  the  shot  I  fired ;  it 
matters  little — life  is  worthless,  since  I 
have  lost  the  noblest  and  bravest  friend 
man  ever  had.  But  I  will  see  Lau- 
rina. Ha!  the  Lady  Yannina  recovers; 
bear  her  hence  quickly  ;  I  will  seek  the 
chamber  above.''  And  hurrying  from  the 
room  the  Friar  ran  up  a  flight  of  stairs,  and 
hearing  a  violent  knocking  at  a  door  leading 
into  a  gallery,  he  cried  out, 

"  Stand  back  !  I  will  burst  it  open ;"  and 
placing  himself  against  the  door  it  instantly 
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flew  open,  and  Vacliero  belield  Laurina,  pale 
as  death,  standing  within  the  chamber.  The 
Monk  had  thrown  back  his  cowl,  and  his 
handsome  features  and  dark  clustering 
locks,  so  unlike  the  tonsure  of  a  Friar,  im- 
mediately attracted  the  gaze  of  Laurina.  One 
look  was  sufficient,  and  with  a  cry  of  wonder 
and  fear,  she  exclaimed, 

"  Julio !  Julio  Vachero  !  My  God  !  how  is 
this?     Where  is  Vannina  ?'* 

"  Alas  !  alas !  all  is  lost.  They  have  but- 
chered de   Briesbach ;  they  shot   him  dead  !'* 

"  No,  no,  thank  Heaven,  they  did  not," 
said  Laurina.  "  He  burst  his  bonds.  I  was 
gazing  down  from  this  window,  which  is 
directly  over,  where  he  was  standing.  He  burst 
his  cords,  and  evidently  knowing  the  secret  of 
the  well,  threw  himself  in  catching,  by  the 
chain ;  the  soldiers,  taken  by  surprise,  fired  too 
late.'' 

Vachero  was  bewildered.  "  I  have  slain  the 
Count  de  Carignano,"  he  exclaimed.     "  By 
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Heaven  !  life  is  now  ^orth  preserving.  Hasten, 
dear  girl,  to  Vannina's  assistance.  I  will 
make  an  effort  to  get  out  of  this  castle  by 
the  same  means  as  Otho  did,  during  the  con- 
fusion." 

"  Hark !  I  hear  voices  ;  they  will  murder 
you !"  exclaimed  Laurina,  with  much  emotion. 
"  Quick !  Go  into  that  closet.  Be  still ;  they 
will  not  look  for  you  here.  I  will  come  back 
when  it  is  dark  •,  and,  perhaps,  with  Martha's 
assistance,  we  may  contrive  your  escape." 

Vachero  hastened  into  the  closet,  and  Lau- 
rina closed  the  door  ;  but  not  before  Julio 
whispered — 

"  Oh !  dearest  Laurina,  can  you  forgive 
me?" 

"  I  do/'  replied  the  maiden,  in  a  tremulous 
voice,  and  closing  the  door  locked  it,  and  hur- 
ried down  the  stairs. 

As  she  reached  the  landing  place  she  en- 
countered her  brother  Ludovico  and  his  valet, 
Andrea,  their  faces  pale  as  death,  and  several 


16^  BROKEN    FETTERS. 

of  the  soldiers  of  tlie  garrison,  bearing  the 
body  of  the  Count  de  Carignano  between 
them. 

"  Great  Heaven  !  What  is  this  ?  How  has 
all  this  occurred — where  is  the  Lady  Yan- 
nina  ?"  exclaimed  Laurina,  clutching  the  arm 
of  her  brother. 

"  I  know  not — I  am  bewildered !"  he  ex- 
claimed, literally  shaking  with  fright  and 
agitation,  "  The  whole  affair  is  a  mystery. 
The  soldiers  are  huntingfor  a  Franciscan  Monk, 
who  either  murdered  Carignano,  or  knows 
who  did.  He  must,  I  think,  have  got  out  at 
the  gate  during  the  confusion.  The  Count  de 
Briesbach,  in  a  fit  of  desperation,  threw  him- 
self into  the  well  and  is  drowned  or  dashed  to 
pieces.  But  go  ;  see  to  Yannina.  That 
woman  Martha  must  be  made  to  tell  how  all 
this  happened.  I  have  despatched  a  message 
to  Ajaccio  for  a  surgeon.  Francisco  is  not 
dead-,  but  it  won't  be  long,  I  think,  before  he 
is."     And  leaving  his  sister,  he  followed  the 
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men    bearing   the   body   of    the    Count    de 
Carignano. 

Laurina,  greatly  affected,  hurried  to  Van- 
inana  s  chamber.  She  found  Martha  as  agitated 
as  herself;  for  Vannina,  though  recovering, 
wept  and  sobbed  with  such  hysterical  violence 
as  alarmed  her  attendant.  No  sooner  did  she 
behold  Laurina,  than,  fixing  her  eyes  in  a  wild 
and  distracted  manner  upon  her,  she  almost 
screamed — 

"  They  have  murdered  him !  basely,  cruelly, 
shot  him!"  and  she  buried  her  face  in  her  hands, 

Laurina  put  her  arms  round  her  friend's 
neck,  and  as  she  kissed  her  cheek,  whispered — 

"  No,  cava ;  you  are  in  error.  Otho  was 
not  shot.  He  has  escaped  !  He  knew  the 
secret  of  the  well.  He  burst  the  cords  that 
bound  him,  and  slung  himself  down  by  the 
chain." 

Laurina  felt  Vannina's  grasp  relax.  She 
looked  in  her  face — she  had  fainted. 

"  It  is  of  no  consequence,"  said  Laurina,  to 
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the  terrified  Martha ;  "  she  will  soon  recover 
and  become  much  more  calm.     Excess  of  joy 
oftentimes  has  the  same  effect  as  excess  of 
sorrow.'' 

After  a  few  minutes,  Yannina,  when  con- 
sciousness returned,  laid  her  head  on  the  bosom 
of  her  friend,  for  some  moments,  shedding 
tears — not  tears  of  sorrow,  but  in  the  fulness 
of  her  heart  returning  thanks  to  a  merciful 
Providence,  that  had  stretched  forth  a  hand 
to  save  her  from  lasting  misery  in  this  world. 
After  a  time  she  became  quite  calm,  and 
sitting  up,  holding  the  hand  of  Yannina  in 
hers,  said — 

''  It  appears  like  a  dream,  dearest — the 
events  of  the  last  few  hours — a  fearful  dream; 
but  I  understand  all  now.  I  shall  never  forget 
my  agony,  when  that  volley  of  musketry 
pealed  through  my  brain.  But  tell  me,  dearest 
Laurina,  all  about  it ;  and  what  is  doing  now. 
Do  they  suspect  the  Count  de  Briesbach  is 
killed— or  what?" 
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Laurina,  with  Martha's  help,  recounted  the 
startling  events  that  had  occurred  in  so  short 
a  space  of  time.  Vannina  listened  in  utter 
amazement. 

''  Blessed  Madonna  !  What  will  become  of 
the  signor  Vachero  ?  How  noble,  how  gener- 
ous to  dare  so  fearful  a  venture,  to  save,  or 
try  to  save  me.  How  on  earth  did  he  cou^ 
trive  to  deceive  Carignano.  Surely,  your 
brother,  if  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  features, 
would  instantly  have  discovered  him.  And 
Otho  !  There  is  yet  a  fearful  peril  of  his  life. 
How  will  he  be  able  to  extricate  himself  from 
those  caves  without  light  ?  It  is  very  terrible, 
dear  Laurina." 

"'  You  frighten  yourself  needlessly,  dear 
lady,"  said  Martha.  "  I  have  heard  Tomassi 
say  the  caves  are  easily  traversed,  and  de- 
pend on  it  the  Count  has  been  well  in- 
structed/' 

*'  What  is  to  be  done  with  the  Signor 
Vachero?"  demanded  Vannina. 
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"  I  can  conceal  him  in  a  small  chamber 
above  your  room,  Sign  ora,  where  no  one  cau 
possibly  find  him.  It  was,  no  doubt,  formerly 
some  kind  of  hiding  place,  for  the  light  enters 
it  from  the  summit  of  the  tower,  and  the 
entrance  'is  concealed  by  tapestry  over  the 
door." 

"  Can  you  remain  here  alone,  caraT'  asked 
Laurina,  "  No  one  will  interrupt  or  molest 
you  now.  It  is  not  probable  that  Carignano 
will  ever  recover.'* 

Vannina  shuddered,  saying, 

"  What  a  fate  he  has  brought  down  on  his 
own  head." 

"As  good,"  muttered  Laurina,  to  herself, 
as  she  left  the  room,  followed  by  Martha,  "  as 
his  conduct  and  vices  merit.  I  wish  Julio 
had  not  slain  him.*' 

In  that  part  of  the  fortress  appropriated  to 
Vannina,  all  was  still ;  not  a  sound  disturbed 
the  silence  that  reigned  around.  Passing  up 
the  stairs,  Laurina,  with  considerable  agita- 


BROKEN    FETTERS.  169 

tion,  and  her  heart  beating  quickly,  entered 
her  chamber,  and  unlocking  the  closet,  Julio 
Vachero  came  forth.  Seeing  Martha,  he 
paused ;  but  Laurina  immediately  explained 
how  friendly  and  kind  she  had  been  to  them, 
and  that  she  was  going  to  conduct  him  to  a 
place  of  greater  safety. 

"  A  thousand  thanks  for  your  kindness, 
Laurina,"  said  Vachero,  pressing  the  hand 
held  out  to  him ;  "  is  all  the  past  for- 
gotten?" and  he  looked  with  evident  admira- 
tion into  the  blushing  and  beautiful  features 
of  Laurina. 

"  Not  all,  Julio,  not  all,"  she  replied,  with 
much  emotion,  and  raising  her  eyes  to  the 
manly ^and  handsome  face  of  her  lover ;  ''  no, 
all  you  suffered  for  me,  through  the  animosity 
of  my  unworthy  brother,  is  not  and  never  can 
be  forgotten,  but  all  else  is.  Pray  follow 
Martha;  it  is  too  horrible  to  think  what  would 
be  the  consequences  if  you  were  discovered. 
She  will  conceal  you  in  a  place  of  safety  and 
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bring  you  food,  and  when  it  is  dark  you  must 
also  escape  by  the  well.  Perhaps  the  Count  de 
Briesbach  is  still  in  the  caves.  At  all  events, 
you  can  be  provided  with  means  of  procuring 
a  light — but  now,  dear  Julio,  go." 

"  I  would  peril  a  thousand  lives  for  those 
words,  Laurina,''  said  Vachero,  his  dark  eyes 
sparkling  with  pleasure.  Kissing  the  hand 
held  out  to  him,  he  followed  Martha,  while 
Laurina  hastened  back  to  Vannina. 
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CHAPTER   XI. 


Retribution  had,  at  length,  fallen  upon  one 
of  the  plotters  of  evil  against  the  happiness 
of  our  hero  and  the  lady  Vannina.  Fran- 
cisco de  Carignano  lay  stretched  upon  his 
couch — alive,  it  is  true,  but  a  raving  maniac. 
The  ball  had  been  extracted;  but  the  sur- 
geon, when  asked,  by  Ludovico,  his  opinion, 
shook  his  head  ominously,  saying, 

"  He  may  live,  but  I  doubt  if  he  will  ever 
recover  his  reason." 

A  peculiar  smile  stole  over  the  features  of 

I  2 
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GavottI,  as  lie  returned  to  his  own  room,  where 
he  found  his  valet,  Andrea. 

"  This  is  a  terrible  business,  Andrea ;  you 
must  take  a  letter  to  the  Governor ;  he  must 
have  full  particulars  ^ 

"  Cosjpetto  !  signor,  I  am  always  traversing 
this  cursed  country.  One  of  these  days  I 
shall  hang  from  the  branch  of  a  tree  like  an 
acorn." 

"  You  were  well  paid  for  the  last  journey 
you  made,''  remarked  Ludovico,  "  Who  the 
devil  was  the  friar  you  brought  back  with 
you  ?  He  must  have  shot  the  Count — no  one 
else  could.  What  can  have  become  of  him  ? 
I  have  given  orders  for  every  hole  and  corner 
of  this  dismal  fortress  to  be  searched.  That 
woman,  Martha,  must  be  made  to  speak.  Do 
you  know  who  the  monk  was  ?" 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  Perhaps  the  devil 
himself,  for  he  has  disappeared  in  a  marvellous 
manner.     He  must  have  got  out  of    the  gate. 
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for  when  the  muskets  were  fired  at  Count  de 
Briesbach  the  whole  garrison  were  looking  on, 
so  he  might  easily  have  escaped/' 

*'  What  could  his  motive  have  been'J  He 
must  have  been  a  spy  or  friend  of  de  Bries- 
bach. I  shall  send  and  have  all  the  monks 
of  that  convent  examined/' 

"  Per  Bacco !  What  will  you  get  for  your 
pains  ?  a  shot  through  your  head  like  your 
brother-in-law.  No,  no,  take  my  advice, 
keep  quiet.  The  Count  will  die — no  doubt 
of  that.  That  lump  of  lead  made  an  ugly 
hole,  which  no  tinkering  will  mend.  The 
surgeon  is  a  botch.  I  could  have  taken  out 
the  ball  better  myself." 

Ludovico  became  thoughtful.  "All  this/' 
he  said,  mentally,  ''  is  turning  out  well  for  me. 
De  Briesbach  is  dead,  and  I  had  no  hand  in  the 
deed.  Still,  I  must  make  the  Padre  Ignatius 
think  I  had.  I  shall  get  the  reward  and 
Mother  Church  the  Hammerstein  estates — a 
noble   haul  that.      Francisco   will  die,  and 


174 


BROKEN    FETTERS. 


Bianca  will  get  all  there  is  to  be  had.''  He 
rubbed  his  hands — conscience  slept. 

"  By  the  bje,  Andrea,  did  you  offer  the 
twenty  crowns  to  any  of  the  men  who  would 
go  down  that  well  and  grope  for  the  body  ?" 

"  By  all  the  Saints  !"  exclaimed  Andrea, 
"  not  if  you  offered  a  hundred  scudi  would  one 
of  them  go  down.  They  hauled  up  the  chain, 
but  not  finding  anything  attached  to  it,  let 
it  go ;  and,  by  St.  Peter  !  the  handle  went 
round  with  such  terrific  force  that  it  nearly 
killed  one  of  the  men  which  it  struck.  There 
is  a  tradition  about  that  well,  which  makes 
people  afraid  to  go  into  the  court  after  dark. 
Take  my  advice,  send  your  letter  to  the  Go- 
vernor, and  say  as  little  about  the  affair  as  you 
can.  I  think  you  would  do  better  to  go  to 
Bastia  yourself,  instead  of  writing.  But 
what's  to  be  done  with  the  Lady  Vannina  ? 
Poor  thing  !  one  lover  dead,  and  her  intended 
husband  dying !  Corpo  di  Bacco  I  I  really  feel 
pity  for  her. ' 


BROKEN    FETTERS.  175 

"  Oh !  she'll  soon  get  over  it ;  women  don't 
break  their  hearts  over  such  trifles.  Now- 
just  listen  to  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you," 
and  Gavotti  took  a  sheet  of  paper,  upon  which 
he  wrote  rapidly,  and  in  a  few  minutes  con- 
tinued, "  Now,  Andrea,  in  this  letter  I  have 
stated  the  manner  of  the  Count  de  Briesbach's 
death;  you  must  make  the  soldiers  who  wit- 
nessed it  sign  the  paper.  I  will  get  the  officers 
to  give  me  a  document  to  the  same  effect.  I 
will  have  my  letter  to  the  Marchese  de  Carig- 
nano  ready  in  an  hour,  and  then  you  must  set 
out  for  Bastia,  After  I  receive  the  Governor's 
directions  I  will  go  there  also.  No  doubt  he 
will  send  his  own  surgeon,  and  a  letter  for  his 
son,  if  he  lives  till  then." 

Ludovico  passed  the  remainder  of  that 
eventful  day  preparing  papers  and  documents 
to  serve  his  own  purposes.  He  did  not  go 
near  his  sister,  but  sent  for  Martha,  thinking 
he  could  frighten  her  into  giving  the  particulars 
of  what  had  occurred  between  Carignano  and 
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the  Franciscan  friar.  But  Martha  was  not 
in  the  least  afraid  of  Gavotti,  and  when  he 
questioned  her  she  answered  him  very  sharply, 
saying, 

''  I  know  nothing  about  the  matter  ;  the 
Lady  Vannina  fainted,  and  I  bore  her  from 
the  room  before  anything  happened  to  the 
Count;^ 

"  I  tell  you  what,  woman — you  know  all 
about  the  shooting  of  the  Count,  and  if  you 
don't  instantly  tell  me — '' 

"  If  s  no  use  your  threatening  me  ;  1  am  no 
vassal  of  yours,''  and  Martha  instantly  left 
the  room. 

Disappointed  in  gaining  information  from 
Martha,  Gavotti  went  to  the  guard-room, 
where  he  found  the  men  talking  over  the  late 
events.     He  heard  one  of  them  say  : 

"  There  is  something  strange  and  mysterious 
in  the  whole  affair.  The  Count  could  easily 
have  been  shot  when  he  first  struggled  to  force 
himself  from  his  bonds.'' 
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"  I  can't  understand  his  throwing  himself 
into  the  well  when  it  was  not  certain  he  would 
be  shot,"  said  another  soldier. 

"  At  any  rate,"  said  the  first  speaker,  "  he 
repented  committing  suicide,  for  I  saw  him 
grasp  at  the  chain  just  as  we  fired.  I  have  no 
doubt  he  was  instantly  killed.'* 

"  That  man  in  the  Franciscan  habit  was  no 
friar,"  said  the  officer  in  command.  "  We 
have  searched  the  whole  fortress  and  can  find 
no  trace  of  him." 

"  Out  of  the  gate  he  must  have  got,''  said 
another  of  the  men,  ''  yet  the  bridge  was  up, 
and  unless  he  was  the  devil  himself  he  could 
not  have  leapt  the  chasm ;  it's  over  twenty-two 
feet  across,  and  more  than  fifty  feet  deep,  and 
not  footing  for  a  crow  down  the  side." 

The  soldiers  looked  solemn.  Superstition 
had  strong  hold  of  men's  minds,  even  at  that 
period,  and  it  was  very  evident  to  Gavotti 
that  the  soldiers  thought  there  was  some  other 
beside  mere  human  agency  employed. 

I  5 
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That  night  Laurina  had  an  interview  with 
Vachero ;  all  was  cleared  up  between  them, 
and  finally,  instructed  by  Martha  as  well  as 
she  was  able,  and  furnished  with  materials  to 
strike  a  light,  and  carrying  a  torch  or  two, 
with  some  slight  refreshment,  he  waited  in  his 
place  of  concealment  till  all  was  still  within 
the  fortress. 

It  was  long  after  midnight  before  Martha 
made  her  appearance.  Yachero  received  the 
various  articles  from  her  without  a  word,  for 
he  had  questioned  Laurina  particularly 
respecting  the  state  of  Vannina,  and  she  had 
told  him  she  was  much  more  tranquil  and 
very  hopeful  that  De  Briesbach  had  escaped 
unhurt,  and  would  find  his  way  out  of  the 
caverns  in  safety. 

"When  Vachero  had  arranged  the  various 
articles  he  had  to  carry  to  his  satisfaction, 
Martha  whispered,  . 

"  Follow  me  as  gently  as  possible  ;  do  not 
speak,  and  may  God  preserve  you,  for  go  you 
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must,  as  orders  are  given  for  every  incb.  of 
the  fortress  to  be  searched  to-morrow." 

The  way  to  the  court  fortunately  was 
through  passages  and  chambers  in  an  unin- 
habited part  of  the  fortress,  and  where  there 
was  no  sentinel.  The  night  was  dark,  and 
without  any  interruption  they  reached  the 
door  leading  to  the  court  of  the  well ;  this 
was  bolted  and  barred,  which  bolts  and  bars 
Tachero,  with  skill  and  care,  removed. 

"  The  well,''  whispered  Martha,  "  is  in  the 
middle  of  the  court,  and  though  too  dark  to 
see  it,  you  will  easily  find  the  low  wall,  and 
now  may  the  blessed  Virgin  guide  and  pro- 
tect you.'' 

Vachero  pressed  her  hand,  saying,  in  a 
whisper, 

"  I  have  no  fear ;  fare-you-well.  If  I  suc- 
ceed in  finding  the  Count  you  shall  soon  be 
released  from  this  dismal  fortress." 

In  a  minute  Vachero's  hands  were  upon 
the  low   stone    wall   surrounding   tiio  well  ; 
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stretching  forth  his  hand  he  grasped  the 
heavy  chain,  and  the  next  moment  was  hang- 
ing on  to  it. 

"  By  Jupiter  !  this  descent  is  not  the  most 
pleasant  to  think  about,"  muttered  Vachero, 
as  he  looked  into  the  profound  darkness ; 
"  but  in  the  name  of  all  the  saints  here 
goes,"  and  he  began  the  descent,  using 
both  feet  and  hands  in  slipping  down 
the  chain.  When  beginning  to  get  uneasy 
his  feet  touched  the  platfor.n,  and  finding 
himself  safe  landed  he  let  go  the  chain,  which, 
as  the  great  bucket  at  the  bottom  had  been 
removed,  could  be  let  up  and  down  without 
betraying  the  secret  of  the  platform.  Imme- 
diately striking  a  light,  he  lit  a  torch,  and  at 
once  discovered  the  opening  leading  into  the 
caverns. 

Vachero  felt  a  sensation  of  relief  when  it  was 
made  clear  to  him  that  Otho  had  reached  the 
platform,  and  most  probably  unhurt.  Enter- 
ing the  caverns  he  was  astonished  at  their 
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extraordinary  height  and  formation.  The 
descent  was  not  by  a  precipitous  path,  but 
by  abrupt  turns  and  covered  with  detached 
masses  of  rock. 

"By  St.  Peter!"  he  exclaimed  aloud,  "I 
wonder  how  the  Count  could  grope  his  way 
in  the  dark." 

"  Hallo !"  exclaimed  a  voice ;  "  who  names 
the  Count  ?     I  know  the  voice.'* 

"  The  saints  be  praised  !  Otho,  my  friend, 
where  are  you?"  and  holding  up  the  light,  to 
his  great  joy,  Vachero  beheld  de  Briesbach 
turn  an  angle  of  rock  and  advance  towards 
him.  They  clasped  each  other's  hands  with 
the  grasp  of  true  friendship  and  then  both  sat 
down  on  a  piece  of  rock  to  talk  over  their 
extraordinary  meeting. 

"  How,  Julio,  in  the  name  of  wonder  did 
you  get  here  ?  Is  the  fortress  taken  ?  But 
tell  me,  how  is  Vannlna  ?" 

"  As  well  as  could  be  expected  after  seeing 
you  jump  into  that  dismal  well.     But  here  is 
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something  to  eat ;  you  must  be  confoundedly 
hungry,  and  take  a  pull  at  this  spirit  flask,'' 
and  the  friends  both  ate  heartily. 

When  they  had  finished  Otho  again  asked, 

"  Is  the  fortress  taken  ?" 

"  No ;  but  I've  shot  the  Count  de  Carig- 
nano :  he'll  never  trouble  you  nor  the  Lady 
Vannina  again.  Let  us  keep  moving,  Count, 
for  we  ought  to  get  out  of  these  caves  before 
the  daylight  is  strong  enough  to  betray  us  to 
our  enemies  as  we  are  descending  the  hill.  I 
will  tejl  you  all  the  particulars  as  we  go  along. 
By  Jove  !  this  old  torch  won't  last  long." 

Vachero  related  the  part  he  had  taken  in 
the  late  events  in  as  brief  a  manner  as  pos- 
sible, for  it  required  all  their  tact,  ingenuity, 
and  activity  to  traverse  the  singular  range  of 
caverns  they  were  involved  in. 

"  By  the  Pope !  it  was  very  fortunate  that 
you  brought  a  light,  Julio  ;  groping  here  in 
the  dark  would  be  no  joke,"  said  Otho,  as  he 
stumbled  over  a  huge   rock  into   a  pool    of 
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water  of  some  depth,  supplied  by  a  copious 
stream  from  the  roof. 

This  part  of  the  cavern  struck  them  with 
astonishment,  at  its  great  height  and  the  fan- 
tastic shapes  of  the  rocks  and  the  vaulted  roof, 
from  which  hung  many  thousands  of  stalac- 
tites, that  sparkled  like  diamonds.  At  length 
they  gained  what  they  supposed  to  be  the 
mouth  of  the  cavern,  and  after,  with  some 
dif&culty,  removing  the  masses  of  rock  and 
the  thick  growth  of  shrub  and  briar,  they  be- 
came satisfied  they  were  right.  Pushing 
their  way  out,  they  sat  down  to  rest  them- 
selves, and  talk  over  how  they  were  next  to 
proceed. 

It  wanted  a  couple  of  hours  to  day- 
break ;  the  night  was  not  a  very  brilliant 
one ;  still  they  could  distinguish  the  sea  be- 
neath them,  as  well  as  ascertain  the  nature  of 
the  path  down  the  steep  sides  of  the  hill. 
Directly  over  their  heads  rose  the  grey  walls 
and  bastions  of  Nonza. 
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"  Now,  Julio/'  said  Otho,  stretching  him- 
self  on  a  very  limited  space  of  ground,  '^  tell 
me  how  affairs  stand.  Any  intelligence  of 
importance  since  my  capture  by  those  infernal 
assassins?" 

"  First  of  all/*  commenced  Vachero/'Mon- 
sieur  de  Boiseaux  and  General  Pazzi  have  in- 
vested Ajaccio,  after  having  taken  San  Fior- 
enzo.  A  French  fleet  is  hourly  expected  with 
a  powerful  army,  under  a  very  distinguished 
commander,  the  Marchese  de  Maillebois.  That, 
I  must  tell  you,  is  only  a  report.  Paoli, 
Eivalora,  and  Ornano  have  collected  a  strong 
force,  and  are,  I  believe,  advancing  to  the  re- 
lief of  Gaffori/' 

"  No  account  as  yet,  I  suppose,  of  our  ab- 
sent king?'* 

'•  None.  I  fear  he  will  be  deceived  in  his 
hopes  of  assistance." 

"I  never,"  said  Otho,  thoughtfully,  "had 
the  slightest  hopes  of  his  retaining  his  crown. 
To  contend  against  the  disciplined  forces  of  the 
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French  king,  once  he  has  determined  to  pos- 
sess himself  of  this  island,  is  sheer  madness. 
We  will,  however,  talk  of  this  another  time, 
for  see,  the  dawn  is  breakincr.  Let  us  o-et 
down  that  hill  j  I  will  then  tell  you  what  we 
must  do.'' 

Thej  did  get  down  the  hill,  but  a  very  diffi- 
cult and  dangerous  descent  it  was;  and  with- 
out losing  any  time  they  set  off,  at  a  rapid 
pace,  for  the  Franciscan  convent. 

The  astonishment  and  joy  of  the  worthy 
Padres  was,  in  truth,  great,  at  beholding  their 
former  guests  safe  and  sound.  They  set 
before  them  the  best  edibles  they  possessed, 
as  well  as  some  light  wdne. 

That  very  evening,  while  conversing  over 
their  future  proceedings,  Tomassi's  nephew, 
with  two  comrades,  arrived  at  the  convent. 
Their  amazement  was  fully  as  great  as  the 
Padre's.  They  were  seeking  their  Lieutenant, 
Julio  Vachero,  whom  they  knew  was  hiding 
in  the  convent.      Thev  had  not  the  sliofhtest 
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notion  of  Julio's  adventures  since  he  sent  them 
on  with  the  troop  to  Ajaccio. 

"  How  did  you  get  out  of  Ajaccio  ?  and 
how  fares  Tomassi  ?"  demanded  Julio. 

"  He  is  wonderfully  better,  and  able  to 
walk  with  the  aid  of  a  stout  stick,"  replied 
the  Corsican.  ''  As  to  how  we  got  out,  it  was 
managed  easily  enough;  the  French  are  ex- 
pecting a  fleet  to  block  up  the  port,  which  has 
not  yet  arrived.  We  pulled  to  the  head  of 
the  bay  in  a  small  boat,  which  we  have  hid 
amongst  the  rocks.  We  brought  this  packet 
for  my  lord,"  continued  Annelli,  handing  the 
Count  a  sealed  parcel.  "  A  Corsican  vessel, 
from  Marseilles,  came  into  Ajaccio  a  day  or 
two  ago ;  the  Padrone  had  charge  of  this 
packet,  given  him  by  the  Count  de  Matra,  for 
you,  my  lord." 

*'  The  Count  de  Matra  !"  repeated  Otho  ; 
"  and  in  Marseilles.  This  is  very  surprising.'' 

"  The  Signor  Gaffori  thought  it  best  to  for- 
ward it  to  you,  Signor  Vachero,  thinking  you 
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might  by  this  time  have  discovered  some 
mode  of  communication  with  our  noble 
leader.     We  left  last  night." 

After  consulting  for  a  few  minutes  with 
Vachero,  our  hero  resolved  to  send  the 
nephew  of  Tomassi,  accompanied  by  his  two 
comrades,  to  endeavour  to  communicate  with 
his  Aunt  Martha.  Annelli  knew  the  cavern 
well;  and  after  the  letter  to  Vannina  was 
written,  her  father's  enclosed  in  it,  and  he 
had  received  full  instructions,  he  and 
his  companions,  after  a  plentiful  repast,  and 
providing  themselves  with  lights,  departed  on 
their  errand. 
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CHAPTER   Xll. 


Immediately  after  the  departure  of  Annelli 
and  his  two  comrades,  de  Briesbach  said  to 
his  friend  Julio — 

^'  I  am  amazed  at  this  letter  from  the  Count 
de  Matra/' 

''It  is  strange,"  said  Vachero,  with  a 
smile.  "  Had  you  not  better  ascertain  its 
contents?" 

And  de  Briesbach  broke  the  seal  forth- 
with. 

The  Count  de  Matras  letter  to  our  hero 
was  one  of  considerable  length  ;    but  as  it 
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contained  much  not  exactly  necessary  for  the 
elucidation  of  our  tale,  we  will  give  its  pur- 
port abridged. 

De  Matra,  while  a  prisoner  in  Genoa,  was 
warned,  through  means  of  a  friend  high  in 
office,  that  it  was  the  intention  of  the  Senate 
to  find  him  guilty  of  rebellion  to  the  Eepublic, 
and  then  to  confiscate  his  estates,  gain  posses- 
sion of  his  daughter,  and  place  her  in  a  con- 
vent for  life.  He  also  learned,  through  the 
same  source,  that  Genoa  intended  giving  up 
her  rights  to  the  kingdom  of  Corsica  to  the 
French  king,  who  was  fully  determined  to 
take  possession  of  the  island  at  once.  This 
nobleman,  secretly  averse  to  the  government, 
strongly  advised  de  Matr^  to  proceed  at  once 
to  Paris,  take  the  oath  of  allegiance  to  the 
French  king,  and  give  security  that  none 
of  his  vassals  or  connections  should  take  up 
arms  against  France,  on  pain  of  forfeiting  the 
whole  of  his  estates.  De  Matra  eagerly  agreed 
to  this  proposal;  his  rescue  was  planned,  and 
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he  succeeded  in  escaping  in  a  small  vessel  bound 
to  Toulon — thence  he  proceeded  to  Marseilles, 
where  he  soon  learned  that  the  Marchese  de 
Maillebois's  expedition  was  rapidly  getting 
ready  for  invading  Corsica. 

Finding  a  Corsican  bark  in  harbour,  de 
Matr^  wrote  a  letter  to  his  daughter,  and 
another  to  de  Briesbach,  and  entrusting  them 
to  the  Padrone — who  promised  faithfully  to 
deliver  them  into  safe  hands,  to  be  forwarded 
to  de  Briesbach — he  hastened  on  to  Paris, 
resolved  to  return  with  the  Marchese  de  Mail- 
lebois  to  Corsica. 

Uncertain  of  the  fate  of  his  daughter  from 
the  time  of  their  separation,  de  Matra  felt 
most  anxious  to  secure  her,  if  possible,  from 
being  taken  from  her  native  land.  Knowing 
the  Count  de  Briesbach's  devotion  to  his  child, 
and  his  munificent  proposals  for  her  hand,  in  his 
letter  to  our  hero,  he  consented  to  their  union 
on  the  following  conditions : — First,  that  he 
should  resign  his  command,  and  in  no  way 
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serve  against  tlie  French  general,  tlie  Marchese 
de  Maillebois.  Secondly,  that  if  Providence 
blessed  him  with  more  than  one  son,  the 
second  should  take  the  name  of  de  Matra,  and 
inherit  his  entire  Corsican  estates.  If  these 
conditions  should  not  prove  acceptable  to  de 
Briesbach,  he  still  trusted  he  would  exert  him- 
self to  rescue  his  daughter  from  the  hands  of 
the  Genoese,  and  place  her  in  safety  ;  as  he 
knew  they  would,  could  they  gain  possession 
of  her  person,  hold  her  as  a  hostage,  and  force 
him  to  surrender. 

Such  was  the  purport  of  the  Count  de 
Matra's  letter. 

''  I  am  somewhat  perplexed  by  the  contents 
of  this  letter,"  said  our  hero;  "  and  you  may 
imagine  why,  Julio.'^ 

"  Yes,''  returned  Vachero,  "  I  can  readily 
surmise  your  reasons  for  feeling  uneasy.  You 
do  not,  I  know,  like  yielding  to  the  French 
king,  without  first  seeing  how  matters  are 
likely  to  go." 
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"  I  cannot,  in  honour,  do  so,  Julio,  were  I 
ever  so  inclined.  I  would  sacrifice  my  life 
for  Vannina  de  Matra ;  but  I  am  bound  by 
honour,  as  well  as  affection,  not  to  sheath  my 
sword  in  this  contest  for  liberty,  as  long  as 
my  uncle.  King  Theodore,  remains  determined 
to  struggle  for  his  throne.  But,  first,  let  us 
try  and  rescue  our  mistresses  from  the  power  of 
these  crafty  Genoese.  We  know  not  what  is 
before  us." 

"  You  are  right.  Count.     I  feel  quite  a  new 
man  since  I  had  the  happiness  to  see  Laurina. 
Ah !  if  I  had  had  more  confidence  in  myself, 
and  trusted  more  to  Providence,  what  misery  I 
might  have  saved  myself — what  self-reproach.' 
"  Come,  come,  Julio,  let  the  past  alone.'' 
''  By  the  bye,  our  worthy  friend  de  Matra  is 
of  a  somewhat  changeable  nature.     Who  can 
tell   what    his   next    move    may  be?      Had 
he   joined   us  at   first,  with    all   his  vassals 
and    connections,     before    this    time     there 
would  not  have  been  a  Genoese  in  Corsica." 
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"  Nor  would  France,  in  all  probability,  have 
interfered.  But,  tell  me,  what  is  your  plan 
of  proceeding  ?" 

'''To  surprise  Nonza.  Fifty  men  will  be 
sufficient." 

"We  must  first  have  the  men,"  said  Otho, 
thoughtfully. 

"  That  you  shall  have  to-morrow  night ; 
and  your  own  men,  too.  I  will  start  in  an 
hour,"  continued  Vachero.  "  I  will  take  a 
fishing  boat  from  the  hamlet,  and  reach 
Ajaccio;  and  before  to-morrow  night  I  will 
meet  you  in  the  wood  beneath  the  fortress 
with  fifty  picked  men." 

'^  Be  it  so.  Your  plan  is  a  good  one.  I 
am  not  quite  decided  as  to  how  I  shall  pro- 
ceed. It  strikes  me  Yannina  will  not  be  de- 
tained in  the  fortress  of  Nonza.  There  is 
considerable  difficulty  and  risk  in  attacking 
the  fortress  through  the  well— thetediousnessof 
the  ascent,  and  the  chance  of  discovery  before 
half  the  men  could  get  up.    However,  do  you 
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do  what  you  say.  I  will  meet  you  where  you 
mentioned.  This  is  the  summer  season ;  con- 
sequently, there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  your 
landing  with  twenty  men.  Do  not  weaken 
the  garrison  by  taking  more ;  that  number 
will  be  sufficient.  I  have  a  half-digested 
plan  in  my  head.  Tell  Gaffi)ri  to  hold  on 
to  the  last,  as  in  a  few  days  I  will  manage  to 
bring  a  strong  force  to  his  aid.  The  French 
cannot  take  Ajaccio  without  blockading  the 
port,  except  by  surprise,  as  we  did ;  and  the 
Corsicans  are  prepared.  I  think,  Julio,  you 
had  better  land  your  men  further  up  the  gulf 
than  Nonza ;  the  nearer  the  head  the  better. 
The  moment  Tomassi's  nephew  returns,  I  will 
leave  this  place ;  for  depend  on  it,  the  friars 
will  have  to  undergo  an  investigation.  They 
must  keep  the  secret  of  my  being  alive ;  it 
will  baffle  my  enemies  for  a  time.'' 

After  some  further  conversation  on  other 
subjects,  Julio  departed  from  the  hamlet, 
arming  himself  with  the  weapons  he  had  left 
in  the  convent. 
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The  following  day  Otho  took  leave  of  the 
good  monks,  who  bestowed  upon  him  their 
benedictions  with  hearty  good  will,  promis- 
ing to  follow  his  instructions  to  the  letter. 
Otho,  besides   being  well  armed,    carried  a 
small  store  of  provisions,  to  last  him  that  and 
the   following  day.      He  considered   it   too 
dangerous  to  remain  where  he  was.    Towards 
evening  he  reached  the  spot   where  he  and 
Julio  had    descended   from  the  cavern,  and 
there  he  resolved  to  remain  till  Annelli  and 
his  comrades  should  descend.     It  was  a  well- 
selected   spot  for   concealment,    being  in  a 
wild,  remote  district,  the  hill    side  covered 
with  low  shrubs,  and  no  land  for  miles  in 
a  state  of  cultivation.       Here  he  selected   a 
place,  commanding  a  complete  view  of  the 
gulf,  as  well  as  of  the  spot  in  the  mountain 
where  the  mouth  of  the  cavern  was. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


We  return  to  the  Lady  Vannina  and  her 
friend  Laurina  Gavotti,  the  former  perusing 
the  letters  so  unexpectedly  received.  Hav- 
ing read  her  lover's  letter,  she  opened  her 
father's.  That  her  cheek  flushed,  and  her 
heart  beat  quicker,  there  is  little  doubt ;  for 
the  letter,  after  recounting  his  own  escape 
from  Genoa,  his  journey,  &c.,  explained  to 
her  the  proposals  he  had  made  to  d(  Briesbach, 
in  the  letter  which  he  had  written  to  him. 

For  a  moment  a  feeling  of  unalloyed  joy 
and  happiness  stole  over  her  heart ;    but  the 


BROKEN   FETTERS.  197 

next,  she  let  her  father's  letter  fall  upon  her 
lap  with  a  sigh,  as  she  said,  in  a  very  low 
voice, 

"  I  fear  this  may  not  be." 

"  What  is  it,  cava  f  questioned  Laurina. 
"  What  disturbs  your  happiness  ?  Why,  not 
a  moment  since,  your  eyes  sparkled  and  your 
cheek  flushed,  and  now  the  grim  shadow  of 
doubt  and  perplexity  rests  upon  your  fea- 
tures/' 

"  Eead  that  attentively,  Laurina/'  said 
Vannina,  handing  her  her  father's  letter.  "  I 
thought  at  first — but,  alas !  there  seem  always 
some  fresh  impediments  rising  between  Otho 
and  myself,  as  soon  as  we  overcome  those  ex- 
isting. Otho  will  never  accede  to  those 
terms,  and  truly,  in  my  heart,  I  cannot  ask 
him.  He  will  never  desert  his  uncle,  Kin^ 
Theodore." 

"  My  dear,  you  are  raising  obstacles,  almost 
imaginary.  Otho,  I  presume,  will  be  the  last 
man  to  sheath  his  sword  in   obedience  to 
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France.  Perhaps  you  will  say,  being  a 
Genoese,  I  have  no  enthusiasm  or  love  for 
freedom.  That  is  not  the  case.  I  can  see 
pretty  clearly  before  me,  I  think  ;  and  if  my 
silly  head  does  not  mistake,  before  King 
Theodore  can  get  back  with  his  stores, 
ammunition,  &c.,  the  Marchese  de  Maillebois 
will  arrive  with  his  fleet,  and  land  such  a  force 
as  will  put  an  end  to  the  struggle,  and  King 
Theodore  will  then  never  return.  De  Bries- 
bach  is  not  so  cold  a  lover  as  to  prefer  a  boot- 
less contest  to  happiness  with  his  lady  love. 
Alas !  Vannina  cara^''  added  Laurina,  patting 
her  friend's  cheek,  "  what  chance  has  the 
Goddess  of  Freedom,  when  weighed  in  the 
balance  with  the  god  Cupid.  Six  months 
ago,  you  were  the  most  determined  rebel — 
I  beg  pardon — patriot  in  the  island,  and  now 
you  are  the  first  to  strike  your  colours.  I 
really  see  nothing  in  this  letter  to  cause  des- 
pondency. Otho  is  only  bound  to  the  cause  of 
Corsica  as  lono:  as  his  uncle  claims  his  aid.'' 
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"That  alone  induced  him  to  join  the 
patriots.  But  now  it  is  dififerent,  from  manj 
reasons.  I  know  his  chivalric  disposition  too 
well.  Mark  my  words,  Otho  will  be  the 
last  man  to  sheath  his  sword,  unless  the 
whole  island  submits  to  the  rule  of  the 
French,  and  my  countrymen  lay  down  their 
arms.  He  will  stand  by  them  to  the  last. 
There  is,  however,  one  thing  in  these  letters 
consoling — my  dear  father  has  escaped  the 
snares  of  his  enemies  and  is  safe  and  free. 
Do  you  know,  Laurina,  I  tremble  for  the 
event  to-morrow,  for  assuredly  de  Briesbach 
will  attack  our  escort,  when  Jacopo  Annelli 
informs  him  of  our  departure.  Had  he  been 
sooner  aware  of  this,  he  would  have  sur- 
prised our  garrison  to-night  instead  of,  as  he 
says  in  his  letter,  to-morrow." 

"  Of  that  you  may  be  certain,*'  said  Lau- 
rina, "  and  I  am  somewhat  uncomfortable 
about  it.  It  is  not  a  pleasant  idea,  to  say 
nothing  of  the    chance  of  getting  a  stray 
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bullet  in  one's  head.  You  smile  at  my  fears, 
but  your  heart  being  deeply  engaged  in  the 
exploits  of  your  lover,  will — " 

"  Come,  come,"  interrupted  Vannina, ''  you 
forget  who  is  Otho  de  Briesbach's  Lieutenant. 
You  are  not  quite  so  insensible  as  you  would 
wish  me  to  think'' 

"  Truly  a  renowned  lover  you  give  me, 
Vannina ;  Julio  Vachero,  the  brigand  of  the 
Bochetta." 

''  Ah !  cara^  those  are  titles  only  for  my 
ears;  your  heart  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
words  you  have  uttered.  Poor  Julio  Vachero 
has  suffered  much,  and  I  trust  he  will  yet 
get  his  reward,  where  he  surely  looks  to  re- 
ceive it — from  you,  Laurina." 

"  In  truth,  it  were  a  poor  requital  for  his 
sufferings,  to  burden  him  with  my  worthless 
self.  The  little  I  possess,  cava — and  'poor 
Julio  has  less — would — 

"  Nay,"  interrupted  Vannina,  '^  I  must  un- 
deceive you  on  that  point,  though  I  promised 
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Otho  to  keep  the  secret  till ,  happier  times. 
Otho's  life  has  been,  more  than  once,  saved 
by  Julio  Vachero,  and  they  are  now  united 
in  brotherly  afifection.  When  de  Briesbach 
succeeded  to  the  immense  property  of  the 
Hammersteins,  he  determined  at  once  to 
make  over  to  Vachero  the  lands  and  revenues 

of  L ,    an   estate   on   the   banks  of  the 

Ehine,  within  a  league  of  Hermanstad.  It  is 
a  property  lately  purchased  by  the  deceased 
baron,  and  not  included  in  the  entail.  I 
heard  Otho  say  he  would  thus  secure  the 
friendship  of  one  who  had  served  him  well, 
trusting  that  both  might  escape  the  perils  of 
this  war.'' 

"  You  have  a  generous  and  open-hearted 
lover,  Vannina ;  may  the  Virgin  send  us 
safe  out  of  this  scrape,  and  I  vow,  poor  as  I 
am,  a  silver  candlestick  to  her  shrine  in  the 
first  church  I  have  the  power  to  bestow  my 
offering.  Now  let  us  to  bed  ;  it  is  late,  and 
we  have  much  to  do  on  the  morrow." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


It  was  as  lovely  a  day  as  ever  shone  upon 
mountain  and  valley,  upon  stream  or  wood. 
A  refreshing  west  wind  swept  over  vale  and 
hill,  bearing  with  it  the  scent  of  the  orange 
and  almond  blossoms  which  abounded  in  the 
district,  through  which  a  party  of  republican 
soldiers  were  escorting  two  young  and  lovely 
girls.  The  soldiers,  with  their  single  officer, 
were  on  foot;  the  maidens  were  mounted  on 
mules,  and  were  placed  in  the  middle  of  the 
band,  which  amounted  to  some  three  or  four- 
and- twenty  men. 
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The  officer  in  command  walked  by  the  side 
of  the  ladies,  now  and  then  assisting  them  to 
guide  their  beasts  over  a  road  none  of  the 
smoothest.  He  was  a  tall  and  handsome  man, 
about  six-and-twenty  years  of  age^  strong  and. 
well-built,  and  looked  as  if  he  had  seen  ser- 
vice in  other  lands  besides  Corsica.  He  was* 
courteous  and  kind  towards  those  he  was^ 
escorting,  so  much  so  that  both  ladies  sin- 
cerely hoped  they  should  not  witness  his 
death  in  the  strife  they  hourly  expected  to 
take  place. 

The  Lady  Vannina  and  Laurina  Gavotti 
were  the  ladies  escorted  by  the  Genoese  cap- 
tain, who  for  the  last  two  hours  had  proceeded 
with  palpitating  hearts,  dreading,  with  the 
natural  timidity  of  their  sex,  the  horrors  of 
what  they  considered  must  be  a  fierce  strife, 
and  yet  fearing  that  by  some  untoward  acci- 
dent their  rescue  might  not  be  achieved.  In 
this  state  of  mind  they  approached,  towards 
noon,  the  entrance  to  a  singularly  picturesque 
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defile,  through  which  their  road  lay.  The 
hills  rose  on  each  side  to  a  considerable  height ; 
one  of  the  sides  of  the  glen  was  entirely 
covered  with  the  rich,  glowing  colours  of  the 
arbutus,  for  which  the  Corsican  mountains 
are  remarkable ;  the  other  side,  in  deep  shade, 
was  nearly  impervious,  from  the  thick  cluster- 
ing tufts  of  huge  box  and  yew  trees,  with  here 
and  there  a  gigantic  mulberry  tree  shooting 
high  above  the  others,  while  the  summits  of  the 
ascent  were  covered  with  enormous  pines.  The 
last  league  of  their  journey  had  led  through  a 
perfect  garden,  a  wild  paradise  without 
inhabitants,  for  not  a  single  peasant  had 
crossed  their  path. 

Just  as  tbey  were  approaching  the  glen  the 
clear  notes  of  the  French  horn  reached  the 
ears  of  the  party.  The  Genoese  officer  gave 
the  signal  to  halt,  and  looking  round,  towards 
the  direction  from  whence  the  sounds  came, 
observed  a  number  of  soldiers  in  the  uniform 
of  France,  with  a  covered  litter,  carrried  by 
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six  of  the  men,  advancing  towards  them;  tliey 
came  in  the  direction  from  Ajaccio.  The 
parties  soon  joined,  and  by  the  conversation 
that  ensued,  Vannina,  whose  anxiety  became 
intense,  learned  that  the  litter  contained  the 
person  of  the  Count  de  Boiseaux,  who  some 
days  back  had  been  attacked  by  the  dangerous 
marsh  fever,  then  very  prevalent  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  San  Fiorenzo.  They  were 
carrying  the  commander  to  Bastia,  to  try  if 
change  of  air  would  mitigate  the  fever. 

The  officer  commanding  the  French  guard 
proposed  a  halt  for  an  hour  or  two  under  the 
shade  of  the  various  trees,  to  which  the 
Genoese  officer  consented,  and  the  ladies  were 
assisted  to  dismount,  and  retiring  a  short  dis- 
tance from  the  men,  refreshments  were  placed 
before  them.  When  left  to  themselves 
Vannina  said  to  her  friend, 

^' Is  not  this  a  most  untoward  meeting? 
What  fearful  odds  against  Otho  !  Surely  he 
will  never  be  unwise  enough  to  attack  more 
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than  double  bis  number.  These  Frenchmen 
are,  I  see  bj  then-  uniform  and  height,  the 
famous  grenadiers,  whose  discipline  and  skill 
in  fighting  have  always  rendered  them 
victorious/' 

Laurina  Gavotti  looked  troubled  and  dis- 
mayed, as  she  surveyed  the  strong  and  well- 
armed  force  surrounding  them.  *'  This  is, 
indeed,  unfortunate,"  she  replied,  ''for  I 
strongly  suspect,  by  the  look  of  yonder  glen, 
that  had  not  this  party  come  up,  we  should 
have  been  attacked  in  passing  through  the 
defile." 

While  the  bewildered  maidens  were  pon- 
dering over  their  situation,  and  conjecturing  a 
thousand  things,  each  worse  than  the  other, 
there  was  another  party  watching  them 
equally  anxious,  and  very  doubtful  how  to 
counteract  this  ill-starred  meetino^  with  the 
soldiers  of  the  Count  de  Boiseaux.  Not  a 
thousand  yards  from  where  the  French  and 
Genoese  were  resting  and  regaling  themselves, 
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stood  Otho  de  Briesbach  and  Julio  Vachero. 
They  had  arrived  in  the  glen  about  two  hours 
before,  and  had  placed  their  men  in  the 
position  they  considered  the  best  for  com- 
mencing the  attack.  They  were  all  com- 
pletely concealed  by  the  thick  foliage  and 
clustering  blossoms  of  the  arbutus.  The  road 
lay  beneath  them  about  fifty  feet,  winding 
through  the  glen. 

De  Briesbach  and  Vachero  had  ascended 
the  hill  till  they  gained  a  clear  view  into  the 
plain  beyond  the  glen,  through  which  the 
escort  with  the  captives  must  come.  There 
they  seated  themselves  to  watch  their 
approach,  and  there  it  was  they  beheld  to 
their  surprise  and  vexation,  the  meeting  of 
the  French  and  Genoese  soldiers. 

"By  the  great  toe  of  St.  Peter!"  said 
Vachero,  with  a  grim  smile,  "  we  shall  have 
a  surfeit  of  fighting  before  night.  This  looks 
ugly." 

*'It's   worse   than   ugly,   Julio;   it's   con- 
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foundedly  unfortunate.  I  care  little  for  the 
fighting,  if  there  was  an  ultimate  prospect  of 
success.  Who  the  devil  have  those  French 
grenadiers  got  in  that  litter  ? — more  females?" 

"  Perhaps.  I  wish  the  ladies  were  not 
to  be  exposed  to  the  chances  of  a  stray  shot; 
for  we  must  now,  whether  willing  or  not,  fire 
a  volley  at  those  Frenchmen  first,  so  as  to 
reduce  their  numbers  a  trifle  before  we 
engage." 

"Yes,  much  as  I  dislike  this  species  of 
warfare,  cutting  down  brave  men  by  ambush, 
I  see  no  alternative.  To  attack  double  our 
number,  sword  in  hand,  would  be  madness." 

As  Otho  spoke,  he  turned  round,  thinking 
he  heard  the  crackling  of  branches  behind 
him.  To  his  surprise  he  beheld  the  figure  of 
a  man  cautiously  pushing  aside  the  boughs 
as  he  made  his  way  towards  them.  De 
Briesbach's  hand  rested  on  his  pi:itol,  which 
he  drevr  from  his  belt ;  but  the  next  instant 
he  perceived  that  the  stranger  was  a  native. 
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^^ Santa  Madonna!  who  have  we  here?'* 
exclaimed  Vachero,  catching  a  glimpse  of  the 
Corsican  as  he  gained  a  place  beside  them. 

The  stranger  was  a  young  man  simply  but 
well  attired  in  the  usual  dress  of  the  natives. 
He  was  armed  with  a  short  carbine,  and  a  long 
knife  in  his  belt.  There  was  something 
superior  to  the  peasant  in  the  frank  and  easy 
manner  in  which  he  saluted  our  hero  and  his 
companion,  saying, 

"•'  We  are,  I  think,  gentlemen.^  engaged  in  the 
same  enterprise  ?  You  are  watching  those 
accursed  Genoese?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Otho,  pleased  with  the  open 
intelligent  face  of  the  Corsican.  "  Are  you 
alone  ?  and  who  may  you  be  ?" 

"  I  am  not  alone,  signor,"  said  the  youth, 
"  thanks  to  the  Madonna,  neither  are  you.  I 
posted  my  men  two  hours  before  you  entered 
the  defile.  I  have  been  watching,  like  your- 
self, but  higher  up ;  and  guessing  that  your 
intention   was  to  attack   those   foreigners,   I 
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crept  cautiously  down  to  you  to  ask  your  per- 
mission to  join  my  men  to  yours." 

"  Cospetto  !  Count,  this  is  fortunate,"  said 
Vachero,  joyfully ;  "  you  are  heartily  welcome, 
young  man.  Pray  favour  us  with  your  name 
and  the  number  of  your  men.'' 

The  stranger  had  remarked  the  term 
Count,  applied  to  our  hero.  He  looked 
startled  for  a  moment ;  his  eyes  lighting  up 
at  the  same  time. 

"Can  it  be  possible?  have  I  such  good 
fortune  ?  Are  you,  signor,  the  Count  de 
Briesbach?" 

Otho  replied  with  a  smile,  "  I  can  certainly 
answer  to  the  name  of  de  Briesbach ;  but  we 
have  little  time  for  conversation.  How  many 
men  have  you?" 

"  There  are  thirty  of  us,"  replied  the 
stranger  ;  "  sixteen  have  guns  and  the  rest 
long  knives  and  pikes.'' 

"  Per  Bacco  /"  muttered  Vachero,  "  not  so 
bad.     I  have  had  a  worse  band  to  fight  with 
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in  the  way  of  arms.  One  word  more,  young 
man,  and  then  let  us  to  business.  TVho  are 
you,  and  where  do  you  come  from?'^ 

"  My  name  is  Pietro  Gambogi,  a  kinsman 
of  the  Lord  de  Matra,  and  the  men  with  me 
are  all  vassals  of  his  house.  We  come  from 
the  vicinity  of  Nonza,  and  our  object  is  to 
rescue  the  Lady  Vannina  from  the  hands  of 
those  hated  Genoese,"  replied  the  youth 
modestly,  but  firmly. 

'*  Then  most  cordially  do  I  thank  you  for 
your  gallant  assistance,''  said  our  hero,  holding 
out  his  hand  to  the  delighted  Corsican,  who 
shook  it  heartily,  but  respectfully,  saying : 

''  Many's  the  day  and  night,  Count,  I  have 
prayed  to  be  able  to  strike  a  blow  for  Corsica 
by  your  side.  The  Madonna  be  praised,  the 
hour  is  come.  But — "  and  he  rubbed  his 
hands  as  if  in  doubt. 

"  Bring  down  your  men  quickly,  and  I  will 
place  those  with  guns  in  a  proper  position. 
Those  otherwise  armed  I  will  show  you  how 
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to  station,  and  when  to  obey  my  signal.  But 
let  me  impress  upon  you,  young  man,  to  be 
cool  and  not  to  throw  away  a  shot.  You  will 
have  to  meet  in  this  contest — and  doubtless  it 
is  your  first — a  few  of  the  best-trained  soldiers 
France  possesses." 

In  less  than  half-an-hour  de  Briesbach  and 
Vachero  had  stationed  the  whole  of  the  men 
in  three  parties,  where  their  fire  would  prove 
most  destructive.  Six  of  his  own  troop  he 
selected  to  watch  the  movements  of  the  Lady 
Vannina  and  Laurina  Gavotti  and  to  imme- 
diately attend  to  their  safety  by  seizing  their 
mules  and  withdrawing  them  out  of  reach  of 
shot. 

The  great  heat  of  the  day  having  now 
passed,  the  ladies  were  again  mounted,  the 
litter  with  the  suffering  Count  de  Boiseaux 
raised  upon  the  shoulders  of  six  men;  and  the 
party  commenced  moving  towards  the  glen  ; 
this  time,  fortunately,  the  ladies,  and  the  litter 
with  the  Count,  preceeded  the  armed  escort 
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by  about  a  hundred  yards.  The  soldiers  of 
France,  though  not  for  a  moment  thinking  of 
an  ambuscade,  were  too  accustomed  to  dis- 
cipline to  enter  a  narrow  defile  without  being 
in  a  manner  prepared.  They  looked  to  the 
priming  of  their  muskets,  and  carried  the 
weapon  ready  for  instant  action.  The  Genoese, 
on  the  contrary,  did  not  even  take  the  short 
carbines  they  carried  ^^from  the  belts  which 
slung  at  their  backs ;  they 'were  laughing  and 
talking  and  straggling  in  their  march ;  their 
officer  in  advance,  conversing  with  Laurina 
Gavotti.  As  to  Vannina,  so  agitated  and 
nervous  had  she  become,  she  sat  her  mule 
with  difficulty. 

The  Corsicans  were  proverbially  good 
marksmen,  and  whether  they  practised  shooting 
at  a  crow  or  a  Genoese,  was  quite  immaterial ; 
but  we  believe  the  preference  was  always 
bestowed  upon  the  Genoese.  Scarcely  had 
the  entire  party  entered  the  defile,  when  from 
three   different   places   a   deadly  volley  was 
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poured  upon  the  astounded  French  and 
Genoese.  So  steady  and  deliberate  was  the 
aim  of  the  Corsicans,  from  eight- and-t wen ty 
guns,  that  fifteen  men  lay  either  dead  or 
seriously  wounded  upon  the  ground.  The 
next  moment,  with  a  wild  shout  of  triumph, 
the  Corsicans  rushed  from  their  ambush  and 
fell  upon  the  thinned  and  disordered  ranks  of 
the  enemy. 

Otho,  with  Vachero  and  ten  of  his  men- 
sword  in  hand,  attacked  the  small  remnant  of 
the  French  grenadiers,  who  received  them 
with  a  steady  volley  from  their  muskets.  De 
Briesbach  saw  Vachero  struggle  and  fall, 
whilst  at  the  same  moment  his  left  hand  fell 
powerless  at  his  side.  Fiercely  and  bravely 
did  the  soldiers  of  France  stand  their  ground, 
but,  rendered  desperateby  the  fall  of  Vachero, 
Otho  fought  with  a  power  and  skill  irresist- 
able.  The  French  commander  fell  by  his 
sword,  but  so  determined  were  the  grenadiers 
that  no  offer   of  fair   quarter  would  induce 
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them  to  lay  down  their  arms.  The  Genoese 
escort  were  slain  to  a  man,  with  the  exception 
of  three  or  four  who  had  contrived  to  escape, 
so  fierce  was  the  hatred  between  the  two 
nations. 

With  great  difficulty  Otho  succeeded  in 
making  prisoners  of  nine  out  of  the  twenty- 
two  grenadiers,  and  then,  with  anxious  heart, 
he  turned  to  look  for  Vachero.  Pietro  Gam- 
bogi,  bleeding  from  several  wounds,  but  none 
dangerous,  came  up  at  that  moment,  saying 
the  ladies  were  quite  safe,  and  had  been 
removed  to  a  little  distance. 

Otho  perceived  that  Vachero  had  been  car- 
ried by  some  of  the  men  and  propped  against 
a  bank.  Hastening  to  his  side,  he  anxiously 
enquired  where  w^as  his  wound,  and  if  he  suf- 
fered much  ?  Yachero's  face  was  pale,  but 
he  answered  cheerfully, 

"The  rascals  have  hit  me  hard.  Count; 
but  I  don't  think  I  have  got  my  passport 
to  the  next  world  yet.     Are  the  ladies  safe  ? 


216  BROKEN    FETTERS. 

Ha !  by  the  mass !  you,  too,  are  bit  ;   your 
arm  is  bleeding  profusely." 

''  It  is  not  broken,  Julio ;  but  I  have  a  ball 
in  it  somewhere.  I  must  get  you  to  the 
little  convent  of  Francisans.  The  friars  are 
good  surgeons.     Where  are  you  hit  ?" 

'*  I  have  a  bullet  in  my  right  side,  and  one 
I  think,  in  my  right  shoulder.  The  bleeding 
has  been  stopped,  so  do  not  trouble  about 
me.  Go  and  see  to  the  Lady  Vannina  and 
her  friend.  Those  grenadiers  fought  well. 
Without  our  allies  with  the  knives  we  should 
have  fared  worse.  By  Jove  !  they  use  them 
with  singular  dexterity." 

Having  seen  Vachero's  wounds  bound  up 
as  well  as  circumstances  admitted,  and  his 
own  bandaged,  Otho  proceeded  to  see  his 
wounded  men  taken  care  of,  and  his  dead 
buried  and  got  away  from  the  spot  as  fast  as 
possible ;  for  the  few  Genoese  who  had  effected 
their  escape — as  they  were  not  more  than  three 
leagues,  from  Bastia — would  give  the  alarm. 
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Though  extremely  anxious  to  see  Vannina, 
lie  left  her  kinsman,  Gambogi,  to  render 
every  assistance  required,  and  to  keep  her 
from  the  scene  before  them — one  too  terrible 
for  a  female  to  look  upon  without  a  shudder. 
Nine  of  his  own  men  were  slain,  besides 
several  severely  wounded;  of  his  allies 
several  were  killed,  but  the  wounded  Tvere 
few. 

Like  all  the  contests  of  tbe  sort  in  Corsica 
between  the  natives  and  the  Genoese,  no 
mercy  was  ever  shown.  The  fearful  policy  pur- 
sued by  the  Kepublic  was  always  to  extermi- 
nate. So  foul,  cruel,  and  unrelenting  was 
the  persecution  of  the  islanders,  that  when  the 
island  was  totally  subdued  by  the  Frencli 
the  senate  of  Genoa  proposed  to  France  to 
transport  a  considerable  portion  of  the  inha- 
bitants to  people  his  Majesty's  colonies 
abroad. 


VOL.    III. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


We  pass  over  a  period  of  six  months  iron 
the  time  of  the  rescue  of  the  Lady  Vannin; 
from  the  hands  of  the  Genoese.  These  si> 
months  were,  perhaps,  the  happiest  of  on; 
hero's  life,  for  they  were  spent  in  the  societ} 
of  her  he  so  fondly  loved.  Corsica  also 
seemed  to  repose  during  that  period  of  tran- 
quillity, as  if  gathering  breath  and  energy  tc 
make  her  last  struggle  for  independence. 

Otho  de  Briesbach  had^conducted  the  Lady 
Vannina  and^  Laurina  Gavotti  to  Corte. 
She  took  up  her  residence  in  her  father's  house, 
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and  was  joined  by  an  aged  lady,  a  distant 
kinswoman,  who  cams  to  reside  with  her, 
Gaffori  and  his  amiable  wife  and  family  also 
resided  at  Corte. 

No  intelligence  had  reached  the  island  of 
the  absent  king's  proceedings.  The  Count  de 
Boiseaux  was  dead;  General  Pazzi  had  aban- 
doned the  investment  of  Ajaccio,  leaving  his 
troops  in  St.  Fiorenzo,  and  returned  to  Genoa, 
till  the  Kino;  of  France's  determination  was 
made  known. 

Julio  Vachero's  wounds  detained  him  with 
the  kind  brothers  of  St.  Francis  for  nearly 
three  weeks  ;  after  that  time  he  rejoined  the 
Count  de  Briesbach  at  Corte,  and  whilst  there 
completely  succeeded  in  establishing  him- 
self in  the  good  graces  of  Laurina  Gavotti, 
who  had  received  a  letter  from  the  Lady 
Bianca,  detailing  the  extraordinary  and  mys- 
terious disappearance  of  her  brother  Lu- 
dovico,  and  that  contrary  to  all  the  expecta- 
tions of  the  doctors,  their  patient,  Francisco 
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de   Carignano  began  to    show  symptoms   of 
recovery. 

From  some  cause,  the  French  expedition 
had  been  delayed  from  sailing.  Vannina  had 
an  opportunity  of  sending  letters  to  her  father, 
who  remained  in  Paris  impatiently,  waiting 
for  the  ultimate  determination  of  the  French 
king. 

Six^months  had  thus  passed  over  in  happy 
tranquillity,  during  which  time  the  Corsican 
Chiefs  had  met,  and  agreed  to  send  a  deputa- 
tion to  the  French  Kino:,  offerinof  him  the 
kingdom  of  Corsica  under  certain  conditions  ; 
for  by  this  time  they  had  almost  abandoned 
the  idea  of  ever  again  seeing  or  hearing  of 
Theodore  the  First.  Otho  knew  not  what  to 
think  of  the  absence  of  his  uncle — he  also 
entertained  the  idea  that  he  had  left  Corsica 
for  ever. 

"  One  more  month,  dearest,^'  whispered  our 
hero  in  Yannina's  ear;  "if  in  that  time  my 
uncle  does  not  arrive,  and  no   French  force 
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lands  upon  these  shores,  I  will — need  I  say 
how  joyfully? — accede  in  every  way  to  your 
father^ s  terms.  Laurina  has  consented  to 
become  Vachero's  wife,  with  her  you  can 
travel  to  Paris.  He  can  procure  a  vessel 
from  Porto  Vecchio,  and  sail  for  Marseilles.*' 

These  plans,  delightful  as  they  were  to  all 
parties,  were  destined  very  shortly  to  be 
abandoned.  The  following, week  his  most 
Christian  Majesty's  manifesto  reached  Corsica. 
The  pith  of  this  very  lengthened  document 
was  unconditional  surrender.  The  French 
king  considered  the  memorial  of  the  Corsi- 
cans  too  bold  and  independent  for  a  people 
situated  like  the  islanders.  The  French  fleet 
had  orders  to  sail  on  the  instant  from  Toulon. 

Vannina's  cheek  blanched  when  she  heard 
these  tidings,  and  saw  her  lover  proceed  to 
join  the  assembled  Corsican  Chiefs,  then  in 
Corte,  who  met  to  deliberate  on  their  future 
proceedings.  The  meeting  was  a  stormy  one, 
for  several  of  the  Podestas  and  a  few  Seig- 
neurs proposed  unconditional  surrender. 
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The  most  determined  and  resolute  of  the 
leaders  were  anxious  that  the  Count  de  Bries- 
bach,  whose  gallant  services  had  done  so 
much  for  Corsica,  and  who  was  nephew  to  the 
king  they  had  themselves  elected,  should  give 
his  opinion. 

Otho  did  not  hesitate  for  a  moment ; 
stepping  up  to  the  table,  he  took  a  pen,  wrote 
a  single  line,  and  folding  the  paper,  said, 
with  a  smile, 

"  When  General  Gaffori  and  Paoli,  two  of 
the  noblest  and  bravest  of  the  Corsican 
leaders,  shall  have  declared  their  sentiments, 
mine  will  be  found  written  on  that  paper." 

A  smile  passed  over  the  features  of  Paoli, 
as  he  said, 

''  There  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  their  gallant 
ally's  sentiments ;  Corsica  would  ever  remem- 
ber the  name  of  De  Briesbach  with  venera- 
tion and  love.  As  for  myself,  '  No  surrender ' 
is  my  motto." 

"  You  may  say  mine,  also,''  exclaimed 
Gaffori  ;  and  taking  up  the  paper,  De  Bries- 
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bach  had  placed  upon  the  table,  he  read  aloud 
that  noble  sentiment  of  Judas  Maccabeus: 

* '  Melius  est  mori  in  bello,  quand  vivere  mala  gentis  nostrsB." 

The  note  of  war  again  resounded  through- 
out the  entire  of  Corsica ;  Gaffori  and  Paoli 
publishing  a  high  spirited  manifesto,  which 
roused  to  fury  the  easily  excited  natives.  De 
Briesbach  again  refused  the  second  post  of 
distinction,  eagerly  offered  him  by  one  and 
all  of  the  Corsican  Seigneurs.  He  deter- 
mined simply  to  retain  the  command  of  his 
own  band,  and  remain  under  the  orders  of 
Gaffori.  His  band  was  shortly  to  be  con- 
siderably increased  by  the  arrival  of  young 
Gambogi  with  two  hundred  of  the  de  Matras' 
vassals.  Otho  was  rather  puzzled  how  to  act. 
He  received  Vannina's  young  kinsman  with  a 
hearty  welcome,  but  stated  to  him  what  the 
Count  de  Matra  had  written  about  his  having 
taken  the  oath  of  allegiance  to  the  French 
king,  and  his  guarantee  that  none  of  his 
vassals  should  carry  arms  against  France. 
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"  My  lord,"  replied  Gambogi,  humbly  but 
firmly,  "the  Count  de  Matra  is,  no  doubt, 
our  feudal  seigneur;  he  may  confiscate  our 
lands  and  tenements.  But  we  are  not  serfe 
and  he  cannot  rule  the  feelings  of  our  hearts. 
We  are  willing  to  give  him  our  lands,  but  our 
lives  we  hold  for  the  defence  of  our  country. 
This  is  our  determination,  my  lord,  and  not  to 
be  changed.  We  will  fight  under  your  banner 
with  you,  and  depend  on  it  we  will  not  lay 
down  our  arms  till  you.  Count  de  Briesbach, 
sheath  your  sword,  and  say  it  is  in  vain  to 
struggle  any  longer  for  the  freedom  God  gave 
us." 

On  consulting  with  Yannina,  the  spirit  of 
her  race  rose  again  in  her  breast.  She  knew 
her  lover  was  not  to  be  turned  from  his  pur- 
pose, and  in  her  heart  she  gloried  in  seeing, 
and  knowing  him  to  be  surrounded  by  the 
vassals  of  her  house. 

"  Let  them,  dear  Otho,  fight  under  you.  I 
shall  be  all  the  happier — if  alas  !  I  can  be 
happy  while  this  cruel  contest  lasts.  My  father 
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has  no  right  over  the  will  of  his  vassals — the 
day  of  feudal  tyranny  is  gone,  thank  God  I 
and  though  I  know  you  cannot  succeed  against 
France,  yet,''  she  threw  herself  into  his  arms 
and  hid  her  face  upon  his  shoulder,  "yet — 
you  may  fall,  Otho,  in  this  contest.  If  such 
be  the  will  of  God,  the  remainder  of  my  days 
shall  be  spent  in  seclusion  from  the  world." 

Pressing  Vannina  to  his  heart,  and  kissing 
her  pale  brow,  Otho  said  in  a  cheering,  hope- 
ful voice — 

''  Providence,  dearest,  has  hitherto,  in  a 
wonderful  manner,  preserved  us.  Implicit 
trust  in  His  Almighty  power  and  goodness — 
a  bold  heart,  a  cheerful  spirit,  a  clear  con- 
science, and  a  righteous  cause — will  bring  us 
yet,  I  firmly  believe,  to  a  happy  termina- 
tion of  our  trials.'' 

Three  days  after  the  arrival  of  the  Signor 
Gambogi  at  Corte,  intelligence  arrived  that  a 
French  fleet  had  appeared  off  the  coast.     On 
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board  this  fleet  was  theMarchese  de  MailleboiSy 
the  Lord  de  Matra,  and  the  powerful  and  well- 
appointed  army  destined  to  crush  the  unhappy 
Oorsicans. 
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CHAPTER   XVI. 


Where  during  those  six  months  of  tranquillity 
was  Theodore,  the  first  and  last  of  the  Corsican 
Kings  ?  Finding  that  the  Corsican  leaders, 
and  even  the  people,  were  beginning  to  show 
symptoms  of  discontent  at  not  seeing  his 
vaunted  promises  of  foreign  succour  fulfilled, 
he  resolved  to  leave  the  kingdom,  and  again 
exert  his  eloquence  with  those  who  had  faith- 
fully promised  him  assistance.  After  landing 
on  the  Continent,  he  passed  through  Spain 
and  Portugal,  always  frustrated  and  disap- 
pointed.     With  untiring  energy,  in  seeking 
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RvSsistance,  he  traversed  kingdom  after  king- 
dom, still  hoping. 

He  spent  fom-  months  fruitlessly,  and  then 
went  to  Westphalia — his  native  place — and 
raised  a  considerable  sum  of  money  on  his 
estates,  leaving  but  a  small  surplus  indeed 
should  his  scheme  finally  fail.  Thence  he 
passed  into  Germany,  intending  to  use  the 
power  given  him  by  De  Briesbach  to  raise 
funds  on  his  valuable  estates. 

On  reaching  Frankfort,  what  was  his  horror 
and  consternation  when,  on  calling  upon  his 
old  friend,  the  lawyer,  who  transacted  busi- 
ness for  the  Hammerstein  and  de  Briesbach 
families,  he  was  told  that  the  vast  estates 
of  the  Hammersteins  had  passed  to  the  churcli 
the  Jesuits  having  claimed  them  on  the  death 
of  Count  Otho  de  Briesbach.  Theodore 
remained  like  one  a  thunderbolt  had  stricken. 

''Otho!  Otho  dead!'^  he  at  length  exclaimed, 
in  a  voice  of  despair. 

"  Such  is  tlie  case,  I  am  sorry  to  say  ;  ^*^d 
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of  the  fact  there  is  no  doubt,"  said  the 
lawyer. 

''  Explain  this,  I  beseech  you,"  cried  the 
ill-starred  king,  in  a  voice  of  deep  emotion — 
for  his  love  for  his  nephew  was  that  of  a  fond 
father;  "and  has  my  fatal  ambition  come  to 
this?"  and  for  several  moments  he  buried  his 
face  in  his  hands,  and  when  he  again  raised 
his  head,  the  lawyer  perceived  that  his  old 
friend  wept. 

"  Let  me  hear  all  you  know,"  said  Theodore, 
after  a  pause ;  "  perhaps — " 

"  Nay,''  interrupted  the  lawyer,  ''  indulge 
no  hope,  for  there  is  none.  Listen  !  Three 
months  ago   the  Hammerstein    estates    were 

claimed  by  the  Jesuit  fathers  of as  the 

next  heirs,  stating  that  the  Count  Otho  de 
Briesbach  was  no  more,  having  perished  from 
an  act  of  his  own." 

Theodore  started  to  his  feet,  stared  at  his 
friend,  and  then  laughed  with  bitter  derision, 
savino^  — 
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''  Otho  de  Briesbach  commit  suicide  !  Why, 
man,  you  dream  ;  it  is  impossible !  You 
have  been  juggled,  tricked,  robbed  of  this 
property.'' 

The  lawyer  shook  his  head,  and  replied 
very  calmly — 

"  Hear  me  out.  You  may  depend  upon  it, 
the  estates  were  not  given  up  on  a  single 
statement  of  the  Jesuits.  The  claims  were 
laid  before  the  proper  courts,  and  proof 
demanded  both  of  your  nephew's  death  and 
the  right  to  the  estates,  when  several  docu- 
ments, signed  by  over  fifty  individuals,  and 
testified  also  by  the  governor  of  the  island, 
proved  the  death  of  Otho  de  Briesbach,  which 
happened  in  this  manner." 

Theodore  listened,  hardly  breathing. 

"Your  nephew,  the  Count,"  continued  the 
lawyer,  "  was  taken  prisoner  by  a  Genoese 
ofiicer,  son  of  the  governor  of  Corsica,  and 
commissary  general  of  Ajaccio.  This  officer  s 
name  was  Francisco  de  Carignano.  He  carried 
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Liin  prisoner  to  a  fortified  place  called  Nonza. 
De  Briesbach  sternly  refusing  to  accede  to  the 
terms  proposed  to  him  by  bis  captor,  Francisco 
de  Carignano  ordered  him  to  be  led  into  a 
court  of  the  castle,  to  be  shot  as  a  rebel  taken 
in  arms  against  the  Genoese  Kepublic." 

The  fugitive  King  of  Corsica  clenched  his 
hand,  while  his  eyes  kindled  with  fiery  in- 
dignation, but  he  said  not  a  word. 

"When brought  out,  bound,  into  the  court, 
and  the  men  stationed  to  shoot  him,"  con- 
tinued the  lawyer,  ''  Otho  de  Briesbach,  by 
a  powerful  effort,  broke  his  bonds." 

"  Well !"  almost  shouted  Theodore,  spring- 
ing to  his  feet,  and  catching  the  startled 
lawyer  by  the  arm,  ''  what  then?" 

"  Why,  in  despair,  and  sooner  than  be  shot 
as  a  rebel,  he  threw  himself  headlong  into  a 
tremendously  deep  well." 

What  the  lawyer  thought  insane  laughter 
burst  from  the  lips  of  Theodore  as  he  ex- 
claimed, 


232  KEOKEN    KETTLKS. 

"  My  brave  boy !  Thank  God  !  I  am 
saved  this  pang.  Tt  has  cured  me  of  my  in- 
sane ambition.  If  it  only  pleases  God  to 
preserve  him  till  my  return,  I  will  renounce 
my  crown  and  my  kingdom  for  ever." 

The  lawyer,  a  very  kind,  clever,  and  good- 
hearted  man,  was  nevertheless  a  plain, 
straightforward  man  of  business.  He 
thought  that  Otho's  death  had  affected  his  old 
friend^s  brain,  or  he  surely  never  would  be 
returning  thanks  to  Providence  for  the  act  of 
suicide  his  nephew  had  committed. 

Seeing  the  lawyer's  perplexity,  Theodore 
moderated  his  transports,  and  said, 

"  Pardon  me,  my  worthy  friend  ;  but  tell 
me.  They  took  up  the  body  from  the  well, 
eh?" 

"No,"  replied  the  lawyer,  '^  the  well  is 
said  to  be  more  than  a  hundred  feet  deep. 
He  must  have  been  crushed  to  death  before  he 
readied  tlie  bottom.  They  wound  up  the 
clialn,  for  even    the  men    wlio  witnessed  the 
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fearful  act,  were  struck  with  horror,  and — " 
a  smile  on  the  features  of  King  Theodore 
caused  the  lawyer  to  pause. 

"  My  dear  friend,  you  have  been  sadly  im- 
posed upon.  Otho  never  perished  in  that 
well.^' 

Now  it  was  the  lawyer's  turn  to  be  as- 
tonished, and  he  opened  his  eyes  to  the  widest 
extent. 

"  Because,'*  continued  Theodore,  "  through 
that  well  there  is  a  secret  outlet  from  the 
Fortress  of  Nonza,  of  which  Otho  is  aware  ; 
and  when  the  noble  youth  thi'cw  himself  in, 
he  only  slid  down  the  chain,  till  he  reached 
the  outlet  in  the  side.  I  was  present  when 
the  secret  was  divulged  to  him,  and  the 
enemy  could  know  nothing  of  it." 

The  worthy  lawyer's  countenance  under- 
went a  marvellous  change  ;  he  jumped  from 
his  chair,  and  rang  the  bell  violently,  ex- 
claiming, 

"Just  in  time — ^just  in   time.      This  will 
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cause  delay,  and  intelligence  by  that  time  can 
be  procured." 

A  domestic  entering  the  room,  tbe  lawyer 
ordered  his  hat  and  cloak  to  be  brought. 

"  Now,  Baron,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am 

going  to  do.     Mind,  I  do  not  admit  that  Otho 

le  Briesbach  is  positively  alive  ;    but  your 

statement  throws  a  strong  doubt  as  to   his 

having  died  in  the  manner  stated.     The  court 

Is  to  sit  this  very  afternoon  to   decide  upon 

the  delivering  up  of  the  large  sum  of  money 

lodged  in  the  banking  establishment  of  the 

Herrs  Yon  Winterbourg,  by   the  late  Baron 

de  Hammerstein,  for  the  purchase  of  the  fine 

property  adjoining  the  late    Baron^s  estates. 

The  delivering  up  of  this  large  sum  involving 

other  matters,  has  been  delayed,  owing  to  the 

law's  technicalities,   though  most  anxiously 

pressed  for  by  the  supposed  heirs.     I  will  put 

a  protest  into  court.      You  are   the   nearest 

relative  to  the  Count,  and  must  protest  against 

the  document  brought  forward  to  prove  his 
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death,  and  demand  that  fresli  inquiries  should 
be  made.  In  fact,  you  must  declare  lie  is  still 
alive." 

*'  Certainly  ;  I  can  safely  swear — " 
"  No,  don't  swear,''  interrupted  the  lawyer ; 
^'  no  occasion ;  he  might  have  lost  his  hold  of 
the  chain.  I  don't  say  he  did,  only  he  might. 
Gain  time — gain  time,  that  is  all  I  want,  so 
now — "  having  put  on  his  hat  and  cloak — 
"  come  with  me." 

Herr  Steinheim  was  just  in  time,  and  the 
lawyers  on  the  other  side  were  astounded  by 
the  unexpected  appearance  and  assertions  of 
Baron  Newhoff.  After  considerable  argu- 
ment on  both  sides,  it  was  decided  by  the 
president  of  the  court  that  a  certain  period 
should  be  granted  to  the  Baron  to  bring  for- 
ward proofs  of  his  nephew's  being  in  exist- 
ence, and  until  that  time  should  expire,  not 
only  the  sum  in  question,  but  the  entire  re- 
sources of  the  Hammerstein  and  Briesbach 
estates  should  remain  lodged  in  court.     Dur- 
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ing  the  short^' proceedings,  a  considerable 
exposure  of  the  artful  designs  of  the  Jesuits 
against  the  person  of  the  Count  de  Bries- 
bach  took  place. 

"  We  are  all  right  now/'  said  the  worthy- 
lawyer,  when  they  returned  to  his  house ; 
*'  we  have  gained  ample  time.  I  am,  in  truth, 
quite  bewildered.  You  said  something  about 
being  elected  King  of  Corsica,  but  my  head 
is  confused;  this  was  near  being  a  very 
serious  business,  for  depend  on  it,  the  estates 
would  all  have  been  lost — you  would  never 
have  got  the  money  back  again.  But  about 
the  King  of  Corsica?" 

Theodore  smiled  and  explained.  The  law- 
yer shook  his  head. 

''  Don't  like  it  at  all — ticklish  situation — 
never  had  a  crown  on  my  head — should  not 
like  it — have  often  reads  of  kings  losing' both 
head  and  crown — know  very  little  of  Corsica, 
except  its  being  somewhere  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean— have  heard  the  islanders  are  a  hot 
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headed  lot,  and  as  likely  to  knock  a  king  off 
as  put  him  on  a  throne." 

Theodore  made  no  reply,  and  the  lawyer 
continued. 

"  It's  a  very  had  speculation.  Baron,  and  if 
you  will  take  an  old  friend's  advice  you  will 
give  the  Corsicans  back  their  crown.  If  your 
nephew  still  lives,  which  I  trust  in  Provi- 
dence he  does,  try  and  persuade  him  to 
abandon  such  a  hopeless  cause,  and  come 
back  and  enjoy  the  noblest  property  in  all 
Germany.'^ 

Theodore  thought  all  that  night  over  the 
simple  advice  given  him  by  his  old  friend, 
but  remained  undecided  how  to  act.  How- 
ever, he  left  Frankfort  and  proceeded  to 
Holland,  resolved,  at  all  events,  to  procure 
stores  and  ammunition  for  the  Corsicans  as 
far  as  his  means  and  liis  credit  went.  Unfor- 
tunately, as  it  turned  out,  some  Jew  mer- 
chants, in  the  spirit  of  speculation,  freighted 
a  fine  craft  with  a  full  cargo  of  warlike  stores. 
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and  placing  a  supercargo  on  board  to  attend 
to  their  interests,  Theodore  sailed  for  Corsica. 
During  the  voyage  the  supercargo  was  un- 
fortunately knocked  overboard  by  a  falling 
spar,  and  perished. 

As  they  approached  the  shore  they  fell 
in  with  a  Corsican  bark  that  had  left 
Calvi  the  day  before.  The  intelligence  Theo- 
dore received  from  the  padrone,  who  was  well 
acquainted  with  how  affairs  stood  in  thr^ 
island,  filled  his  mind  with  both  joy  and  per- 
plexity. It  satisfied  him  that  Otho  was  alive, 
for  the  whole  island  rang  with  his  valiant 
defence  of  Porto  Vecchio  against  a  French 
force  by  land  and  sea.  Theodore  also  learned 
that  the  French  cruisers  were  perpetually  on 
the  watch  for  his  return ;  that  an  immense 
price  was  set  upon  his  head  by  the  Genoese ; 
and  that  the  Marchese  deMaillebois,  with  his 
army  and  cannon,  was  committing  fearful 
havoc  amid  the  insurgent  Corsicans. 

With  all  his  energy  and  spirit,  in  the  eleventh 


BROKEN    FETTERS.  23( 

hour  Theodore  faltered.  The  course  of  the 
vessel  was  altered  and  steered  for  the  coast  ol 
Sardinia,  to  avoid  the  French  vessels  of  war 
hovering  about  the  island,  till  he  could  come 
to  a  determination  what  to  do.  Finally  he 
sat  down  and  passed  the  night  in  writing 
letters  to  his  nephew,  and  the  Generals  Paoli 
and  Gaffori. 

To  Otho  he  said  his  ambition  had  received 
a  severe  blow,  on  hearing  at  Frankfort  of 
his  supposed  death,  for  had  he  perished  he 
should  never  have  again  enjoyed  life.  He 
begged  him  to  lay  down  his  arms,  as  he  had 
already  perilled  life  and  fortune  sufficiently 
for  him.  He  abandoned  his  crown,  as  those 
who  had  faithfully,  nay  solemnly,  promised 
him  powerful  assistance,  had  deceived  him. 
He  also  begged  him  to  return  without  delay  to 
Germany  and  assert  his  rights  against  the  base 
and  false  claims  of  the  Jesuits.  At  all  events  to 
lose  no  time  in  forwarding  documents  to  Herr 
Steinheim  proving  his  being  alive,  and  after 
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much  more  he  ended  by  saying  he  trusted 
very  shortly  they  should  meet  in  Germany. 

When  Theodore  had  finished  his  letters  he 
felt  greatly  inclined  to  destroy  them.  He 
despised  himself  for  acting  so  cowardly  a  part, 
but  the  spirit  of  his  youth  had  passed  away 
and  for  ever.  Watching  along  the  coast  of 
Sardinia,  he  intercepted  a  Corsican  bark,  and 
engaged  a  good  pilot  to  take  the  vessel  into 
Bonifacio,  then  in  the  hands  of  the  insurgents, 
and  he  went  on  board  a  tartana,  bound  for 
Sicily,  taking  all  his  effects  with  him,  and 
thus  left  the  shores  of  Corsica  for  ever. 

Faithful  to  his  trust,  the  skipper  of  the  bark 
freighted  with  warlike  stores,  under  the  guid- 
ance of  the  Corsican  pilot,  avoided  the  French 
cruisers,  and  ran  into  Bonifacio,  and  landed 
the  stores,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  assem- 
bled Corsicans. 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 


Six  months  had  elapsed  since  the  flight  of 
King  Theodore  from  Corsica,  which  period 
was  passed  in  a  series  of  ferocious  and  cruel 
contests  between  the  natives  and  the  powerful 
force  of  the  Marchese  de  Maillebois.  It 
was  in  the  middle  of  one  of  the  severest 
winters  ever  known  in  the  island  that  the 
Marchese  de  Maillebois  took  up  his  residence 
in  the  governor's  palace  in  the  town  of 
Ajaccio.  There  was  a  lull  in  the  fierce  war. 
In  a  handsome  mansion  in  the  same  town,  the 
Count  de  Matra,  his  daughter,  and  Laurina 

VOL.   III.  M 
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Gavotti,  also  resided.  De  Matr^,  after  land- 
ing in  Corsica,  became  anxious  to  have  his 
daughter  under  his  care,  especially  as  he  had 
received  hints  from  the  Marchese  de  Maillebois 
that  it  was  requisite  that  he  and  his  family 
should  remain  within  the  territories  of  the 
French.  It  was  the  fate  of  the  vacillating 
de  Matr^  to  be  suspected  by  all  parties. 

When  Ajaccio  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
French  general,  which  it  did  after  a  severe 
and  cruel  assault,  de  Matra  hired  a  mansion, 
and  sent  an  escort,  under  the  command  of  a 
French  officer,  to  conduct  his  daughter  from 
Ornano,  to  which  place  she  had  been  escorted 
hy  our  hero,  according  to  the  wishes  of  de 
Matr^,  expressed  in  a  letter  to  him. 

The  separation  from  the  Count  de  Briesbach, 
whom  no  entreaty,  no  threat,  no  fear  of  the 
great  reward  offered  for  his  apprehension, 
could  induce  to  yield  to  the  French  general, 
on  the  terms  he  published — unconditional 
surrender — was,  in  truth,  painful  to  a  degree. 
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Vannina  de  Matra,  whose  heart  was  filled 
with  fearful  forebodings  as  to  the  fate  of  her 
gallant  lover,  could  see  no  ray  of  hope  in  the 
future.  ''To  conquer  or  to  die  "  seemed  the  only 
alternative  left  him,  for  the  French  General 
was  stern  and  implacable  in  his  determina- 
tion, and  de  Briesbach  was  solemnly  pledged 
to  stand  by  Corsica  as  long  as  a  single  leader 
kept  the  field  against  the  French. 

The  Marchese  de  Maillebois  was  a  com- 
mander of  great  penetration,  uncommon 
spirit,  and  of  certainly  cruel  and  unrelenting 
determination.  On  landing  in  Corsica  with 
the  powerful  force  under  his  command,  he 
came  to  the  resolution  of  carrying  on  the  war 
with  unexampled  severity.  He  declared  to 
the  Genoese  governor  and  other  nobles  of  the 
Eepublic  who  still  remained  on  the  island, 
that  they  had  been  trifled  with  by  the  Corsi- 
cans,  that  neither  they  nor  the  French  com- 
mander hitherto  on  the  island  had  acted  with 
sufficient    vigor.     His    sovereign   had    com- 

M    -1 
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mitted  to  him  the  office  of  conquering  these 
rebellious  islanders,  and  he  would  do  so  in  a 
manner  that  should  make  a  lasting  impres- 
sion. 

Having  come  to  this  determination,  the 
Marchese  deMaillebois  formedtwo  great  corps 
and  several  smaller  detachments,  furnished 
with  every  description  of  arms  and  ammuni- 
tion, and  succeeded  in  penetrating  into  the 
remotest  recesses  of  the  country,  while  his 
grenadiers  carried  heavy  cannon  across  the 
wildest  passes.  In  the  season  he  cut  down 
the  standing  corn  and  destroyed  the  vines  and 
olives,  set  fire  to  the  villages,  spreading  deso- 
lation and  ruin  in  every  quarter;  he  even 
went  to  such  cruel  lengths  as  to  hang  several 
of  the  monks,  who,  he  declared,  were  the 
chief  instigators  of  the  insurrection.  But 
all  this  was  not  done  without  severe  loss 
to  the  French  and  great  slaughter  of  the 
Genoese. 

Everywhere     de    Maillebois     turned     he 
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was  encountered  by  the  unconquerable 
guerilla  band  of  de  Briesbach.  So  for- 
midable became  the  determined  opposition 
of  our  hero  and  his  force,  that  the  Marchese — 
exasperated  at  the  repeated  defeat  his  small 
detachments  met  with,  and  the  retaking  of 
several  important  posts  by  the  Count — 
published  throughout  the  island  a  manifesto, 
offering  a  large  sum  for  the  capture  of  de 
Briesbach,  as  well  as  for  his  Lieutenant 
Vachero ;  at  the  same  time  promising  a  free 
pardon  to  every  man  composing  his  force  on 
surrendering  himself  and  his  arms  in  ten  days 
after  his  proclamation. 

Not  a  single  man  deserted  his  leader,  and  a 
few  days  after  the  time  expired,  a  Captain  le 
Bonne  and  two  hundred  men,  with  two  pieces 
of  cannon,  were  totally  defeated,  the  guns 
captured  and  the  senior  officer  slain,  by  de 
Briesbach's  and  Carlo  Ornano's  united  force. 

The  Marchese  de  Maillebois,  after  this  last 
defeat,  was   determined,  in  person,  to  march 
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against  the  united  forces  of  GafFori,  Paoli,  and 
de  Briesbach.  The  latter  strongly  advised  the 
Corsicans  not  to  contend  with  so  powerful  a 
force  in  an  open  plain  ;  but  the  leaders,  disre- 
garding his  advice,  gave  battle,  and  after  a 
sanguinary  fight  of  several  hours,  the  Corsi- 
cans were  completely  defeated,  Gaffori  being 
desperately  wounded,  and  Paoli's  eldest  son 
slain.  De  Briesbach  and  Vachero,  both 
severely  wounded,  with  great  difficulty  cut 
their  way  through  the  enemy  with  scarcely 
fifty  men. 

This  fatal  contest  decided  the  fate  of  Cor- 
sica for  many  years.  Gaffori,  with  a  few  men, 
concealed  themselves  in  the  fastnessess  of 
Monte  Eotundo  ;  several  other  leaders  laid 
down  their  arms  and  were  barbarously  exe- 
cuted. 

De   Briesbach  made    his  way   across   the 

ountry,  together  with  Vachero  and  the  brave 

men  who  escaped  with  him,  and  took  refuge 

in  Corte,  the  only  remaining  town  and  citadel 
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in  the  possession  of  the  patriots.  Such  was 
the  posture  of  affairs  in  the  island  when  the 
unusual  severity  of  the  winter  induced  the 
French  general  to  retire  to  Ajaccio  for  a 
couple  of  months,  after  which  it  was  his  in- 
tention to  invest  Corte,  and  finally  extermi- 
nate de  Briesbach  and  the  few  remaining 
patriots  shut  up  in  that  citadel. 

Vannina  de  Matra  and  her  constant  friend 
and  companion,  Laurina  Gavotti,  passed  the 
six  months  of  almost  savage  warfare  that 
raged  throughout  the  island,  in  a  continual 
state  of  alarm  and  uneasiness.  Every  con- 
test that  took  place  filled  their  minds  with 
presages  of  evil.  It  is  true,  notwithstanding 
their  separation,  the  lovers  contrived  to  send 
and  receive  letters.  Anxiously  Vannina  be- 
sought Otho  to  fly  the  island,  and  abandon  a 
contest  that  was  now  so  hopeless  ;  promising 
that  she  would  exert  all  her  influence  with  her 
father  to  induce  him  to  retire  and  reside  in 
France,  wher.e  he  could  join  them.  De  Matr^ 
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also  wrote  to  the  same  effect.  It  was  mad- 
ness, he  said,  to  expose  himself  to  a  rebel's 
death  for  a  cause  so  utterly  hopeless. 

De  Briesbach,  in  reply,  named  his  oath 
given  to  the  assembled  chiefs  never  to  sheath 
his  sword  while  one  of  those  assembled 
leaders  remained  in  arais  for  the  liberty  of 
Corsica.  It  was  true  that  Paoli  had  fled  to 
Naples,  Ornano  and  Peraldi  were  slain,  and 
Eivalora  was  in  Tuscany.  Yet  Gaffori,  now 
vecovered  from  his  wounds,  was  still,  with  a 
few  followers,  in  the  mountains,  and  as  enthu- 
siastic as  ever  in  the  cause  of  liberty.  He 
would  never,  therefore,  while  life  was  spared 
him,  either  desert  his  brave  comrade,  or  break 
his  oath.  Should  Gaffori  fall  and  Corte  sur- 
render, or  be  taken  by  assault,  if  he  could 
then  escape  he  would. 

In  other  parts  of  his  letter  to  Vannina  the 
true  feelings  of  his  heart  were  breathed  forth 
in  the  fondest  and  purest  language  of  love. 
He  deplored    their    separation   bitterly,   but 
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trusted  that  she  knew  his  heart  was  all  her 
own,  and  begged  her  to  let  "  hope  "  be  their 
guiding  star. 

In  a  chamber  of  the  Governor's  palace  ia 
Ajaccio  sat  the  Marches e  de  Maillebois,  dic- 
tating letters  to  a  secretary.  The  Count  de 
Matr^  was  looking  out  from  the  window, 
musing  upon  the  desperate  state  of  affairs  in 
Corsica.  The  door  of  the  saloon  was  sud- 
denly opened,  and  a  Colonel  le  Brun  entered 
the  room. 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  the  French  general, 
looking  up  ;  ^'  I  see,  le  Brun,  you  have  some 
intelligence  of  moment.  Did  you  succeed  in 
tracking  the  rebel  general  to  his  retreat  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  lord — thanks  to  the  snow,  a 
most  unusual  thing  in  this  climate,  we  dia. 
Scarcely  recovered  from  his  wounds,  he  was 
making  the  best  of  his  way  with  two  hundred 
men  and  a  large  store  of  provisions,  to  Corte, 
to  strengthen  the  weak  garrison  there.      We 
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utterly  exterminated  his  force,   captured  the 
stores — " 

"  And  Gaffori  himself?"  impatiently  inter- 
rupted the  Marchese. 

''  Singular  enough,'*  said  Colonel  le  Brun, 
"he  contrived  to  escape.  We  so  closely  pur- 
sued, and  cut  off  all  chance  of  his  reach- 
ing Corte,  that  we  drove  him  and  four  of  his 
followers  to  the  sea  side.  We  thought  we 
had  them,  but  fortune  favoured  them,  and  they 
succeeded  in  reachinor  the  fishincr  villaore  of 
Petrona,  and  seizing  a  small  tartana,  they  put 
to  sea,  and  no  doubt  are  by  this  time  landed 
on  the  shores  of  Italy.'* 

"  Good  I"  said  de  Maillebois.  "  I  am  satis- 
fied. I  should  not  like  to  hang  such  men  as 
Gaffori  and  de  Briesbach.  The  latter  still 
holds  out.  The  moment  the  snow  is  off  the 
ground  I  will  invest  Corte.  Now,  my  Lord 
de  Matra,  one  word  with  you  :  you  may  re- 
tire, Colonel;  you  have  done  us  good 
.service." 
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De  Matr^,  seating  himself  near  the  table, 
waited  till  the  Marchese  finished  the  reperusal 
of  a  letter.  After  a  moment,  the  Marchese  said, 

"  Count,  you  are  most  interested  in  the  fate 
of  this  pugnacious  de  Briesbach,  who  I  must 
confess  is  one  of  the  best  and  most  gallant, 
officers  I  ever  drew  sword  against.  Never- 
theless, whatever  my  private  opinion  maybe, 
I  must  still  consider  him  a  rebel  ;  I  am  ex- 
pressly ordered  by  his  most  Christian  Majesty 
to  crush  this  insurrection  completely.  I  am 
now  desired  to  issue  another  proclamation,  and 
if,  after  the  expiration  of  ten  days,  any  Cor- 
sican  or  foreigner  is  captured  with  arms  in  his 
possession,  he  is  to  suffer  death.  Now,  these, 
my  Lord  de  Matra,  are  stringent  terms, 
and  I  shall  follow  my  instructions  to  the 
letter.  There  are  others  besides  you,  Count, 
interested  in  the  fate  of  this  young  man.  I 
shall  say  nothing  concerning  your  daughter's 
happiness,  you  are  the  best  judge  of  that,  and 
are  aware  how  the   fate  of  the   Count   de 
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Briesbacli  may  affect  her  peace.  There  is 
great  interest  in  a  high  quarter  expressed 
with  respect  to  him.  I,  myself,  admire  a 
valiant  soldier,  and  no  one  will  deny  that  the 
Count  de  Briesbach  is  such.  What  I  wish 
you,  my  lord,  to  do  is  this,  for  my  determi- 
nation is  formed  and  not  to  be  changed:  if  in 
ten  days  the  Count  de  Briesbach  does  not 
surrender  the  citadel  of  Corte  audits  garrison, 
into  my  hands,  I  will  take  it  by  assault,  and 
every  soul  left  alive  within  its  walls  I  will 
hang,  without  regard  to  rank, interest,  or  sta- 
tion. That  is  my  firm  determination.  I  tell 
you  this  privately,  and  if  you  can  get  a  letter 
conveyed  to  de  Briesbach,  stating  these  con- 
ditions, and  more,  1  pledge  you  my  word,  if 
the  Count  surrenders  the  fortress,  he  and  his 
lieutenant  shall  have  a  safe  passage  to  the 
Continent,  and  his  men  free  permission  to 
retire  to  their  homes." 

De    Matr^Y   remained    a   few    moments   in 
thought,  then  rising,  said : 
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"  It  shall  be  so,  ray  lord.  T  will  send  a 
courier  off  at  once,  and  I  have  no  doubt  your 
conditions  will  be  accepted  by  the  Count  de 
Briesbach,  who  has  recently  succeeded  to  a 
very  extensive  property  in  Germany,  which 
property  has  been  unlawfully  claimed  by  the 
Jesuits,  on  the  supposition  that  de  Briesbach 
was  killed  at  the  period  he  effected  his  escape 
from  Nonza.  By  letters  received  since,  it 
appears  a  certain  time  has  been  appointed  to 
decide  upon  the  claims  of  the  Church.  It  is  ab- 
solutely necessary,  then,  that  the  Count  should 
hasten  to  Frankfort  and  prove  his  rights. 
He  felt  bound  to  stand  by  his  oath  given  in  a 
moment  of  excitement  to  the  Corsican  chiefs, 
not  to  sheath  his  sword  while  one  leader 
remained  in  arms.  Gaffori  was  the  last,  and 
he  has  fled  to  the  Continent.  I  will  send  a 
courier  before  two  hours  have  passed."  So 
saying,  the  Count  de  Matraleft  the  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


It  was  a  cold,  bleak  day  in  the  month 
of  February,  that  Otho  de  Briesbach  and  his 
lieutenant,  Julio  Vachero,  were  leaning  over 
the  ramparts  of  the  fortress  of  Corte.  It  was 
a  dreary  scene,  for  the  surrounding  mountains, 
and  even  the  valley  of  the  Restonica,  were 
covered  with  a  sheet  of  snow. 

Beneath  lay  the  town,  and  opposite  them 
the  mansion  of  de  Matra,  all  wrapt  in  their 
winter  wreath. 

'^  Cospettol  this  is  a  dreary  prospect, 
Count,'^    said  Vachero,  breaking   the    long 


BROKEN    FETTEKS.  255 

Silence,  for  Otho's  gaze  was  riveted  upon  the 
mansion  on  the  opposite  hill,  where,  a  few 
months  back  he  had  passed  so  many  hours 
with  the  lady  of  his  love. 

"  Yes,  dreary  enough,''  returned  our  hero, 
arousing  himself,  "  and  by  the  Pope,  cold 
enough,  too.  If  it  were  not  for  this  snow  we 
should  be  standing  a  peppering  from  de 
Maillebois'  artillery." 

"  Well,  we  want  something  hot  to  warm 
us :  we  are  a  scanty  garrison,"  said  Vachero, 
with  a  dubious  kind  of  smile. 

''  If  Gaffori  is  prevented  joining  us  before 
the  French  general  invests  the  place,  we 
shall  have  a  hot  time  enough  of  it,  Julio, 
This  unusual  and  heavy  fall  of  snow  has  no 
doubt  shut  him  up  in  the  hills.  The  French 
general  is  in  Ajaccio,  and  our  lady  loves,  too. 
AVe  have  had  a  bad  time  of  it  these  last  six 
months ;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  see  no 
earthly  possibility  of  continuing  this  game 
beyonfl  a  few  weeks.     We  have  neither  food 
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nor  ammunition  to  hold  on  beyond  that  time, 
and  according  to  the  proclamation  of  de 
Maillebois,  we  have  now  only  seven  days  to 
make  up  our  minds  whether  we  prefer  being 
hung  up  like  a  string  of  herrings  or  be  shot. 
The  last  is  the  most  preferable,  certainly." 

''  It  will  be  a  very  comfortable  thing,'' 
added  Vachero,  seeing  his  leader  falling  into 
a  fit  of  musing, ''for  Holy  Mother  Church. 
She  will  plump  into  a  very  tidy  inheritance 
by  it." 

"  There  is  a  man  coming  up  the  hill  from 
the  town,"  said  our  hero,  looking  down  on 
the  wall ;  ''perhaps  some  tidings  of  Gafifori." 

Otho  was  right;  the  man  was  the  courier 
sent  by  the  Count  de  Matra.  De  Briesbach 
retired  to  his  chamber  to  read  the  letters,  for 
there  was  one  from  Vannina,  and  Vachero 
had  one  also  from  Laurina.  In  a  short  time 
the  Count  sent  for  his  lieutenant. 

"  Well,  Vachero^  here's  an  end  of  the 
liberties  of  Corsic  —perhaps  for  ever,"  said 
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Otho.  "  Gaffori  has  been  defeated,  by  Colonel 
le  Brun,  on  his  way  here  with  two  hundred 
men  and  stores ;  the  men  nearly  all  slain,  and 
the  brave  chief  has  fled  to  the  continent." 

Yacherc  cast  a  look  of  dismay  at  his  leader, 
saying : 

*'  This  is  sad  intelligence  with  a  vengeance  !'^ 

"Here  is  a  letter  from  de  Matra,  in  which 
he  says  the  Marchese  de  Maillebois  pledges 
himself  to  grant  life  and  permission  for  om* 
men  to  retire  to  their  homes,  and  a  safe  pas- 
sage for  ourselves  to  the  continent.'' 

''^  Per  Bacco!  and  the  Lady  Vannina, 
and — "  Yachero  paused. 

"  De  Matra  promises  to  join  us  in  France 
either  at  Marseilles  or  Paris." 

"And  your  answer?"  demanded  Yachero? 
anxiously. 

"  Go  and  summon  our  little  garrison.  Let 
them  hear  the  conditions,  and  bring  me  back 
word  what  they  say.'' 

Yachero  stood  a  moment  thoughtfully  in 
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the  middle  of  the  room,  muttered  something 
to  himself,  and  then  hastened  to  obey  his 
leader's  request. 

"  Why,*'  thought  our  hero,  after  Julio  had 
departed,  "  should  I  continue  this  hopeless 
struggle  ?  I,  a  total  stranger  to  the  land  ? 
Why—'' 

His  soliloquy  was  cut  short  by  the  return 
of  Vachero» 

"What  do  they  say?''  he  questioned. 

''What  brave  men  should  say.  Die  by 
the  side  of  their  leader  if  he  requested  it,  but 
that  they  could  plainly  see,  since  GafPori  was 
defeated  and  the  expected  stores  captured,  no 
hope  of  success  remained.  They  would  do 
exactly  what  you  pleased. " 

"  Then,"  said  Otho,  ''  to  gratify  a  false 
pride  and  vain  glory,  I  will  not  sacrifice  the 
few  brave  spirits  left.  No,  I  will  surrender. 
I  h  >ve  fulfilled  my  word  to  the  letter.  We 
are  the  last  in  arms  in  the  island." 

*'  There  is  one  thing  for  you  to  coubider, 
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Count,"  saidVachero.  "The  Signer Gambogi 
and  nine  men,  vassals  of  de  Matra,  all  that 
remain  of  the  brave  fellows  who  joined  us  in 
rescuing  the  Lady  Vannina  from  captivity, 
have  determined  on  exile.  They  will  never 
submit  to  the  yoke  of  either  France  or 
Genoa." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Otho,  with  a 
pleased  smile ;  "  they  shall  go  with  us,  Julio. 
There  are  broad  lands  on  the  banks  of  the 
noble  Rhine,  that  will,  as  soon  as  I  can  reach 
them,  become  mine.  Each  man  shall  possess 
as  much  as  will  support  him,  free  of  rent  for 
ever.  Let  them  know  that,  Julio ;  and  if  that 
proposition  pleases  them,  we  will  leave  Corte 
to-morrow,  for  Ajaccio,  and  surrender  our 
swords  to  the  Marchese  de  Maillebois  himself. 
By  the  way,  I  hear  Francisco  de  Carignano 
is  to  succeed  his  father  as  Governor  of  Corsica, 
under  French  direction." 

''  Per  Bacco  I  i  never  made  so  bad  a  shot 
in  my  life,''  cried  Vachero.     "  I  wish  I  had 
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it  to  do  again.  I  promise  you  it  should  be  a 
more  finished  job." 

"  Well,  let  him  live ;  he  is  nothing  to  us 
now.  De  Matra  says  he  suffers  at  times  in 
his  intellect." 

"  A  pretty  governor  for  Corsica !  He  was 
a  devil  before,  what  character  will  he  take 
next  ?  I  will  go  with  your  message  to 
Gambogi  and  his  men.  You  will  hear  their 
shout,  when  I  tell  them  of  your  noble  offer." 

Two  days  after  this  conversation,  Otho, 
his  Lieutenant  and  Gambogi,  with  nine  men, 
left  the  fortress  of  Corte.  A  brisk,  but 
thawing  wind  swept  over  the  valley  of  the 
Eestonica,  melting  the  snow  rapidly,  and 
rendering  the  rivers  swollen,  turbid  and  rapid. 
As  Otho  and  his  little  band  pursued  their  way, 
all  somewhat  silent, our  hero's  thoughts  were  by 
no  means  unpleasant.  He  was  not  leaving  his 
native  land — on  the  contrary,  he  was  return- 
ing to  it,  with  the  prospect  of  taking  Vannina 
there  as  his  bride,  to  enjoy  a  noble  inheritance. 
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Still,  as  he  looked  back  on  his  silent  little 
band,  a  momentary  depression  stole  over  him, 
as  he  contemplated  their  leaving  their  home, 
their  kindred,  and  their  country,  rather  than 
dwell  under  the  rule  of  a  nation  they  de- 
tested. 

The  day  before  leaving  Corte,  Otho  had 
written  both  to  de  Matra  and  his  daughter, 
as  well  as  to  the  Marchese  de  Mailbois,  and 
sent  off  the  courier,  well  mounted,  desiring  him 
to  use  all  speed. 

Owing  to  the  state  of  the  country,  from  the 
melting  of  the  snows,  de  Briesbach  spent  two 
days  in  reaching  Morato. 

'*  To-day,"  said  Otho,  to  his  lieutenant, 
"the  time  granted  us  expires." 

"  I  heard  Tomassi  say,  yesterday,''  re- 
marked Vachero,  "  that  a  thousand  muskets, 
with  the  Genoese  mark,  were  surrendered  to 
Colonel  le  Brun,  at  Calvi,  and  that  the 
Genoese    had   the   miserable   impudence    to 
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demand  their  restoration  to  the  Eepublic,  but 
that  the  Colonel  only  said,  '  they  ought  to 
have  taken  them  from  the  islanders  themselves, 
and  not  to  wait  till  others  did  it  for  them — 
they  now  belonged  to  France !'  " 

The  next  day,  owing  to  a  tremendous  storm 
of  snow,  sleet,  and  hail,  they  only  reached  a 
small  village  at  the  foot  of  one  of  the  lofty 
hills  bounding  the  valley  of  the  Trumerbo. 
Here  they  took  up  their  abode  intending  to 
start  with  the  dawn  and  reach  Ajaccio,  if 
possible,  that  day. 

During  their  journey  they  had  little  inter- 
course with  the  natives,  who  seemed  com- 
pletely subdued  and  tranquil. 

Having  seen  to  the  comfort  of  their  little 
band,  Otho  and  Julio  retired  to  the  chamber 
allotted  to  them,  in  a  cabin  inhabited  by  an 
aged  peasant  and  his  wife,  and  threw  them- 
selves on  the  rude  pallet,  without  taking  off 
their  clothes.     It  was  scarcely  dawn  when 
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they  were  aroused  from  their  slumber  by  the 
8udden|entrance  of  Luigi^  Gambogi  into  the 
chamber. 

"  Excuse  my  disturbing  you,  Count/'  said 
the  young  man,  in  a  somewhat  flurried  man- 
ner, ''but  a  countryman  has  just  come  into 
the  village,  saying  there  was  a  strong  force  of 
Genoese  coming  across  the  valley  towards 
this  hamlet,  and  we  are  without  arms  of  any 
sort,  having  obeyed  your  instructions." 

As  Gambogi  ended,  Vachero  started  to  his 
feet,  and  going  to  a  chair  on  which  he  had 
placed  his  coat,  the  only  garment  he  had  dis- 
pensed with  on  retiring  to  rest,  very  quietly 
drew  a  brace  of  pistols  from  the  pockets,  a 
small  leathern  case  containing  powder  and 
ball,  and  began  very  leisurely  to  load  them. 

"  Do  not  be  uneasy,  Vachero,"  said  Otho ; 
"  I  see  no  reason  why  we  should  feel  any 
alarm  at  meeting  a  Genoese  force,  probably 
on  their  way  to  Calvi.  I  have  de  Maillebois' 
letter,  offering  the  conditions  we  have  accepted. 
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Our  party,  being  unarmed^  is  proof  of  our  in- 
tention— '' 

He  was  interrupted  by  the^^hurried  entrance 
of  the  rest  of  the  men,  who  looked  anxious 
and  troubled. 

''They  are  quite  close,  my  lord,''  one  said, 
"  and  the  officer  who  commands,  I  know  well, 
is  Francisco  de  Carignano." 

Otho  di  Briesbach  gave  a  slight  start  of 
surprise,  and  his  hand  instinctively  rested  on 
his  sword.  A  fierce  exclamation  broke  from 
the  lips  of  Vachero,  as  he  finished  loading 
his  pistols,  and  thrust  them  into  his  vest, 
while  he  muttered,  in  a  low  voice. 

"If  I  kill  him  not  this  time,  may  I 
never — " 

"  Hush !  be  not  too  hasty,  Julio,"  in- 
terrupted Otho,  laying  his  hand  kindly  on 
the  arm  of  his  friend,  and  looking  into  his 
flushed  face  with  affection.  "Leave  this 
matter  to  me.  Keep  quiet,  I  beseech  you. 
Tliis  may  be  a  mere  chance  meeting." 


BKOKEN    FETTERS.  265 

^*  Chance !  No,  there  is  no  chance  in  it. 
We  have  been  watched — betrayed/' 

The  tramp  of  feet  was  distinguishable  ;  the 
grounding  of  arms,  at  the  command  of  the 
officer  to  halt,  was  heard  distinctly  by  those 
assembled  in  the  back  chamber  of  the  cot- 
tage. 

"  Eemain  quiet,  my  friends,  I  beseech 
you,"  said  Otho,  calmly,  opening  the  door, 
closely  followed  by  Vachero.  He  was  pass- 
ing out  to  the  front  of  the  cottage,  when  the 
door  was  burst  open  by  the  butt  of  a  musket. 
The  men  drew  back,  as  the  tall  figure  of  De 
Briesbach  stepped  into  the  opening,  and 
passed  into  the  open  space  before  the  door. 
Directly  before  him  stood  Francisco  de  Carig- 
nano,  in  front  of  fifty  or  sixty  soldiers  of  the 
republic,  leaning  on  his  sword,  his  face 
extremely  pale  and  haggard.  He  was  much 
thinner. 

''  Arrest  these  rebels,''  he  exclaimed  to  his 
men,  pointing  his  sword  towards  De  Briesbach, 
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his  voice  quivering  with  suppressed  rage. 
"  We  have  no  priest  at  hand  to  give  them  a 
short  shrift.  Bind  their  arms;  let  them  have 
two  minutes'  grace,  and — '' 

''  By  all  the  saints !"  roared  Vachero,  ''  you 
shall  not  even  have  that/'  and  drawing  a 
pistol  from  his  belt,  with  the  rapidity  of 
thought,  he  fired  full  in  the  face  of  Francisco 
de  Carignano.  Appalled  by  the  suddenness 
of  the  action,  the  Genoese  soldiers  stood 
stupified.  With  a  cry  of  agony,  Carignano 
dropped  his  sword,  and,  throwing  his  hands 
into  the  air,  fell  upon  his  face  a  corpse. 

Carignano  was  always  feared,  but  never  loved 
by  his  soldiers,  and  it  was  some  moments  ere 
any  of  them  attempted  to  raise  his  body ;  but 
at  length,  recovering  from  the  panic,  several 
rushed  forward  to  seize  our  hero  and  his 
lieutenant. 

To  die  seemed  now  all  that  was  left  to  De 
Briesbach,  as  he  and  Julio  fell  back  within 
the  door  of  the  cabin,  just  in  time  to  escape 
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a  volley  poured  into  the  entrance   by  the 
soldiers. 

"  This  way,  this  way,  Count/'  shouted 
Gambogi,  leaping  through  a  back  window  of 
the  cabin,  the  whole  party  following.  More 
accustomed  to  scaling  and  descending  preci- 
pices than  the  Genoese,  Otho  and  Vachero 
with  the  rest  easily  distanced  their  pursuers, 
and  although  shot  after  shot  was  levelled  at 
them,  only  one  of  the  men  was  hit,  and  that 
so  slightly  as  not  to  impede  his  flight. 

The  Corsicans  laughed  at  the  efforts  of 
the  Genoese  to  follow  up  the  slippery  and 
dangerous  sides  of  the  hill,  and,  gaining  the 
summit,  they  paused  to  breathe,  and  then 
had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  their  pursuers 
slowly  retracing  their  steps  to  the  hamlet, 
totally  deserted  by  its  inhabitants  in  their 
fright. 

"  What  the  deuce  possessed  you,  Julio/ 
said  Otho,  reproachfully, ''  to  shoot  that  man?' 

'-'•  Per  BacGo  ! ''  replied  Vachero,   "for  the 
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simplest  of  all  reasons — because  if  I  had  not 
shot  him,  he  would  undoubtedly  have  shot 
me,  to  say  nothing  of  his  kind  intentions 
towards  you.  He  is  settled  this  time,  at  all 
events.  I  thought  I  should  not  miss  him 
a  second  time/' 

*'  That  he  would  have  dared  to  shoot  us  I 
doubt,  on  seeing  the  letter  of  the  Marchese  de 
Maillebois,  which  I  was  on  the  point  of  pre- 
senting to  him,  when  you  so  suddenly  fired/' 

"  Yes,  by  the  mass,  I  did  fire  suddenly,  for 
I  am  as  satisfied  as  1  stand  here,  that  false- 
hearted villain  had  had  us  tracked  ;  he  would 
no  more  have  minded  your  letter  than  a  lump 
of  rock.  Do  you  think  Francisco  de  Carig- 
nano  was  a  man  to  forget  that  you  won  from 
him  his  wealthy  bride?  do  you  think  he  could 
forget  the  mark  you  left  upon  his  face,  or  the 
lump  of  lead  I  lodged  in  his  head  ?  No,  no, 
Count,  we  were  doomed  men.  When  I  fired 
I  did  it  in  revenge,  although  I  did  think, 
as  he  was  so  disliked  by  his  men,  they  would 
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hesitate,  after  his  death,  in  taking  our  lives. 
But  Gambogi  and  the  men  who  saw  there  was 
a  possibility  of  escape  through  the  back  of  the 
house,  up  this  steep  hill,  shouted  to  me  to 
fly,  and  I  just  dragged  you  in  through  the 
door  in  time.'^ 

''  Somehow  or  other,  Julio,"  said  Otho, 
laying  his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  his  friend, 
"  I  always  owe  my  life  to  your  intervention. 
I  begin  to  think,  from  several  circumstances, 
that  what  I  considered  a  chance  meeting,  was 
a  settled  affair.  But  whaf  s  to  be  done,  now? 
I  think  it  would  be  madness  to  place  ourselves 
in  the  power  of  the  French  general  after  this." 

"  No,  we  have  our  heads  now  ;  in  the  name 
of  the  saints !  let  us  keep  them  in  their  proper 
places." 

"Pardon  me,  my  lord,"  said  Gambogi;  *4t 
appears  to  me  that  the  safest  plan  for  us  would 
be  to  cross  the  country  to  the  bight  of 
Mariamne,  seize  a  boat,  and  make  for  the 
Tuscan  shores.      The  tract  we  shall  have  to 
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cross  on  descending  from  the  mountains  is 
thinly  inhabited.  There  is  not  a  fortified 
place  nearer  than  the  fort  of  Mariamne  to  the 
spot  where  I  propose  embarking.  With  the 
wind  blowing  off  the  coast,  as  it  now  does,  we 
could  make  a  fine  run  of  it.  The  only  risk  is 
passing  the  fort  of  Mariamne  ;  and  we  must 
contrive  to  do  that  in  the  night.'' 

After  further  conversation,  it  was  decided 
to  make  for  the  bight,  or  rather  the  Gulf  of 
Mariamne. 

''  1  must  write  an  account  of  this  affair  to  de 
Matr^,''  said  Otho,  "  and  also  to  the  French 
General,  who  must  not  be  left  to  depend  on 
the  account  given  by  the  Genoese.  We  can 
easily  get  the  letters  conveyed  to  Ajaccio  by 
one  of  the  peasantry  we  shall  meet  with.'' 

Leaving  our  hero  and  his  party  to  pursue 
their  perilous  journey,  we  must  request  our 
readers  in  our  next  chapter  to  return  with  us 
to  Ajaccio. 
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CHAPTER  XIX, 


After  the  departure  of  the  courier  to  Corte 
with  the  letters  from  de  Matra  and  the  Mar- 
chese  de  Maillebois,  Vannina  and  her  friend 
passed  their  time  in  a  somewhat  painful  state 
of  anxiety.  Aware  of  the  stern  determina- 
tion of  the  French  General,  should  Otho  re- 
fuse to  surrender  the  citadel  he  held,  our 
heroine  trembled  to  think  what  might  be  the 
consequences.  The  passing  of  each  day  was 
noted,  and  every  hour  counted,  till  the  time 
expired  for  the  courier's  return. 
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The  Count  de  Matra  had  lately  felt  his 
position  in  his  native  land  far  from  pleasant ; 
and  he  had  made  up  his  mind,  as  soon  as  his 
courier  returned  from  Corte,  to  leave  Corsica 
and  embark  for  Italy,  and  reside  in  Florence 
till  joined  by  De  Briesbach.  No  courier, 
however,  returned ;  and  one  morning  he  was 
suddenly  summoned  to  an  interview  with  the 
French  General. 

By  the  expression  of  the  Marchese's  coun- 
tenance, and  the  looks  of  two  or  three  officers 
in  attendance,  de  Matra  conjectured  that 
something  unpleasant  had  occurred. 

''  I  have  sent  for  you,  my  Lord  de  Matra," 
said  the  General,  with  some  slight  degree  of 
harshness  in  his  voice,  "  to  inform  you  that  I 
have  this  moment  received  intelligence  of  the 
murder  of  the  Count  Francisco  de  Carignano 
by  a  party  of  well-armed  Corsicans,  and 
lieaded  by  that  rebel.  Count  de  Briesbach, 
who  shot  him  from  the  window  of  a  hut,  as 
the  Count  Francisco,  on  his  way  to  Calvi,  with 
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a  party  of  soldiers,  surrounded  the  cabin, 
intending  to  question  the  Corsicans,  he  heard 
were  within  the  cottage,  whether  thej  were 
armed  or  not.  This  is  a  foul  blot  upon  De 
Briesbach's  name." 

"  Do  not  believe  a  syllable  of  it,  my  lord," 
said  de  Matra,  bluntly.  "  Who  brought  this 
false  tale  ?  De  Briesbach  may  have  shot  the 
Count  Francisco  ;  but,  depend  on  it,  if  he  did, 
Carignano  gave  him  provocation  to  do  so  ; 
but  as  to  shootino;  at  him  out  of  a  cabin 
window,"  and  de  Matra's  lip  curled  con- 
temptuously, ''  that's  an  old  woman's  version 
of  the  affair.     Let  it  be  as  it  may — " 

'*  Tonnere  de  Dieu  !  my  lord,"  said  de  Mail- 
lebois,  harshly,  "  you  take  the  murder  of  a 
commissary  general  of  Corsica  very  coolly; 
but  let  me  tell  you,  my  lord,  /  have  not  done 
so.  I  have  sent  off  couriers  to  all  the  seaports 
on  the  east  coast,  and  likewise  a  detachment 
of  grisons  in  pursuit,  with  full  permission  to 

N    5 


274  BROKEN    FETTERS. 

shoot  this  rebel  Count  without  parlj  or  ques- 
tion.'' 

"  A  certainly  novel  mode  of  dispensing 
justice,  my  lord  marquis,"  returned  de  Matrgi, 
much  angered.     "  Surely  it  would — " 

"  I  am  neither/'  interrupted  the  general, 
haughtily,  "  going  to  be  dictated  to  nor  taught 
my  duty.  The  fact  is  plain.  Francisco  de 
Carignano  was  shot  to  death  three  days  after 
the  expiration  of  the  term  I  allowed  for  that 
rebel  leader  to  surrender.  I  expressly  stated, 
from  motives  of  kindness,  that  I  would  myself 
receive  the  Count  de  Briesbach's  sword  ;  but 
I  also  said  that  if  he,  or  any  Corsican  or  any 
foreigner,  was  found  with  arms  in  his  posses- 
sion, after  the  period ,  assigned,  he  should  be 
shot.  These  men,  then,  were  armed,  for 
de  Carignano  was  shot  through  the  head, 
and  the  act  was  beheld  by  fifty  or  sixty  men. 
After  this  mad  act  the  rebels  made  their 
escape  from  the  back  of  the  cabin,  and  being 
more  accustomed   to  the  country,  soon  dis- 
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tanced  their  pursuers.  Having  defied  me  and 
the  terms  I  proposed,  if  caught,  they  shall 
all,  without  regard  to  rank  or  station,  die  the 
death  of  rebels/* 

^'  If  the  Count  de  Briesbach  is  taken  and 
shot,  my  lord  general,  you  will  regret 
believing  this  tale/' 

"  As  you  please,  Count,*'  replied  the  French 
general ;  "  I  know  my  duty  to  my  sovereign 
and  will  perform  it  at  all  risks.'* 

"  Yes,  my  lord,  there  is  no  doubt  of  that ; 
but—" 

"  But  what  ?"  interrupted  the  general. 

"I  was  merely  going  to  remark  that 
enquiry — " 

''Enquiry!  what  further  enquiry  is  re- 
quisite? Upon  what  do  you  ground  your 
belief  of  De  Briesbach's  innocence  ?  Did  you 
not  send  your  own  courier  to  Corte,  and — " 

''  There,  my  lord,  is  the  reason  for  my 
doubts  of  the  truth  of  the  tale  you  have 
heard." 
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"  Has  jour  courier  returned?" 

''  No,  general,  he  has  not." 

"  Was  he  trustworthy?" 

''  He  was  a  most  faithful  vassal  of  our 
house.  I  suspect  he  has  been  waylaid  and 
robbed  of  his  despatches.  Depend  on  it,  there 
has  been  foul  play  in  this  business." 

"'  No  doubt  of  that.  The  commissary 
general  of  Ajaccio  has  been  shot  to  death,  and 
by  rebels  with  arms  in  their  possession." 

''  But  not  in  the  way  related." 

''  We  shall  soon  have  further  proof  of  the 
truth  of  what  has  been  told  of  the  affair. 
Good  morning,  my  Lord  de  Matra." 

And  they  parted,  the  Count  to  break  the 
intelligence  of  the  accusation  against  our  hera 
as  cautiously  as  possible  to  his  daughter. 
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CHAPTER  XX, 


Otho  de  Briesbach  and  his  gallant  little 
band  having  ascended  to  the  summit  of  the 
wild  and  precipitous  hills,  found  themselves 
without  food,  and  but  thinly  clad,  considering 
the  weather,  which  was  wretched  in  the 
extreme  ;  a  bitter  wind  swept  over  the  moun- 
tain, almost  blinding  them,  as  they  toiled  along 
to  gain  the  shelter  of  a  tuft  of  lofty  pines 
and  low  stunted  oaks,  which  they  could  see 
just  before  them.  Having  gained  this  spot 
they  halted,  and  determined  to  remain  there 
for  the  night. 
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"By  the  Pope !"  said  Vachero,  "  this  lodg- 
ing is  not  the  most  pleasant  in  the  world.'' 

"  We  have  had  worse,  Julio,"  replied  our 
hero  ;  "  our  wisest  plan  will  be  to  make  our- 
selves as  comfortable  as  we  can/' 

"  Yes,  that's  true,  and  the  first  thing  to  be 
done  is  to  get  as  many  of  the  stumps  of  the 
trees  and  rotten  branches  together  as  we  can, 
and  make  a  fire." 

This  advice  was  instantly  acted  upon ;  by  the 
aid  of  his  pistol  Vachero  struck  a  light,  and  a 
cheerful  fire  soon  revived  the  drooping  spirits 
of  the  party. 

''  We  must  procure  arms  and  ammunition 
somewhere,"  said  Vachero. 

"My  lord,"  said  Gambogi,  addressing 
our  hero,  "if  you  will  permit  me,  I  know 
where  to  get  some.  One  of  the  peasants  in 
the  village  we  left  this  morning  told  me  he 
would  show  me  the  place  where  some  were 
buried." 

"  That's  very  fortunate,''  said  De  Briesbach; 
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''  but  you  must  be  careful,  Gambogi,  for  some 
of  those  Genoese  soldiers  may  still  be  in  the 
village.     Be  back  as  quickly  as  you  can/' 

''And  by  St.  Peter,''  cried  Vachero,  "don't 
refuse  accepting  some  provisions.  You  had 
better  take  three  of  the  men  with  you." 

Gambogi  and  three  men  immediately  com- 
menced the  descent  of  the  hill,  and  were  back 
before  morning,  bringing  with  them  an  ample 
supply  of  provisions  and  sufficient  arms  and 
ammunition  for  the  whole  band. 

"  Well,  Gambogi,  were  any  of  the  republi- 
can soldiers  in  the  village  ?" 

"  Not  one,  my  lord,  and  no  trace  of  their 
having  been  there,  except  a  couple  of  letters, 
which  were  picked  up  by  one  of  the  villagers 
in  the  room  where  the  body  of  Francisco 
de  Carignano  was  placed." 

"What  became  of  the  letters?"  asked 
Otho,  somewhat  anxiously. 

"  They  are  here,  my  lord,''  and  Gambogi 
drew  them  forth  from  his  vest  and  handed 
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them  to  his  leader,  who  gave  an  exclamation 
of  astonishment  as  the  writing  caught  his 
eye. 

"  They  are  the  letters  I  sent  to  the  Mar- 
chese  de  Maillebois  and  the  Count  de  Matr^. 
There  has  been  foul  play  with  the  unfortunate 
courier.  See,  Yachero,  a  pistol  ball  has 
passed  through  both  letters/' 

"  Yes,  by  the  mass !"  cried  Julio,  "  and  there 
is  blood  upon  them.  The  man  has  been  mur- 
dered." 

"  It  is  now  quite  evident  that  Carignano, 
becoming  possessed  of  these  letters,  and  find- 
ing out  our  intention  of  proceeding  to  Ajaccio, 
has  had  all  our  movements  carefully  watched, 
and  no  doubt  his  intention  was  to  have  sur- 
prised us  in  the  village  whilst  we  slept ;  but 
the  severity  of  the  weather,  providentially  for 
us,  retarded  him." 

"  Yes,  Count,"  said  Gambogi,  "  and  he 
would  have  slain  every  soul  of  us." 

"  No   doubt,"    said  Otho,  ''  he  would  have 
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done  so,  when  we  were  before  liim  and  his 
men,  had  not — " 

"  I  checkmated  him,"  said  Vachero,  "  by 
putting  a  ball  into  his  head." 

''  I  fear,"  said  Gambogi,  "  we  shall  be 
compelled  to  remain  where  we  are  for  a  day 
or  two,  whilst  this  horrible  weather  lasts." 

"  Yes,  I  fear  we  shall,"  said  our  hero. 

"And  we  might  be  in  worse  quarters," 
feaid  Vachero,  with  his  usual  cheerfulness. 

Three  days  passed,  and  during  that  time  de 
Briesbach  held  counsel  with  the  little  band, 
as  to  the  desirability  of  his  departing  alone 
for  Ajaccio  and  surrendering  himself  to  De 
Maillebois,  and  stating  everything  that  had  oc- 
curred ;  but  Vachero  and  Gambogi,  and  in- 
deed all  the  men,  protested  against  such  a 
suicidal  act,  and  the  idea  was  abandoned. 

On  the  third  day  the  weather  hecame  more 
favourable,  and  the  whole  party,  after  par- 
taking of  tome  refreshment  and  looking  care- 
fully to  their  arms,   were    on   the   point    of 
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commencing  their  march,  when  a  peasant, 
who  had  been  employed  as  a  scout,  rushed  up 
to  our  hero  in  a  greatly  excited  state,  and 
quite  out  of  breath. 

"  My  lord,''  he  said,  as  soon  as  he  recovered 
breath,  "  now  is  the  time !  by  one  blow  you 
can  have  a  just  revenge !" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  asked  Otho. 

"  Why,  copzi^a/zo,  the  French  general,  with 
two  of  his  officers  and  only  four  attendants, 
will  leave  Ajaccio  for  Bastia  to-morrow,  to 
attend  a  great  council  to  be  held  there.'* 

''  Without  his  grenadiers  ?" 

''  Two  regiments  are  to  follow  the  General 
to  garrison  Bastia.  The  general  will  be  two 
hours  in  advance,  as  he  and  his  attendants 
travel  on  horseback."' 

Otho  remained  some  moments  in  deep 
thought,  after  the  peasant  had  finished.  His 
reflections  were  by  no  means  connected  with 
the  proposal  of  the  scout.  After  a  short  time 
Otho  called  his  lieutenant  aside,  and  said; 
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"Vachero,  I  have  resolved  to  meet  the 
Marchese  de  Mailiebois  in  person,  shew  him 
my  letters,  and  explain  how,  by  his  own  base 
treachery,  the  Count  de  Carignano  came  by 
his  death." 

"Perhaps  you  are  right.  At  any  rate 
there  will  be  no  great  risk,  should  he  refuse  a 
parley.'^ 

"  Yes,  we  will  surrender  our  arms  and  de- 
mand a  safe  conduct  to  the  Continent,  as 
promised  in  the  surrender  of  Corte." 

"Which  way  will  the  general  come?'' 
asked  our  hero  of  the  peasant. 

"  Through  the  pass  of  Spina,  my  lord." 

"Very  well ;  we  will  at  once  march  forward, 
Vachero,  and  look  out  for  the  best  spot  to 
pass  the  night  in." 

The  gallant  little  band  then  moved  on 
towards  the  pass,  all  well  armed,  and  perfectly 
resolved,  should  the  general  refuse  them 
istice,  to  carry  him  prisoner  to  the  mountains 
to  remain  there  until  he  acceded  to  their  terms, 
which  were,  in  fact,  his  own. 
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Before  dark  they  arrived  at  a  wood  of  con- 
siderable extent  near  to  the  pass  of  Spina, 
where  they  resolved  to  bivouac  for  the  night. 
The  same  peasant  who  had  brought  the  intel- 
ligence of  the  French  general's  movements 
was  again  despatched  as  a  scout,  to  give 
timely  notice  of  the  approach  of  the  enemy. 

The  night  was  miserably  cold,  for  the  sleet 
and  hail  had  given  place  to  a  heavy  rain, 
which  not  only  wetted  the  clothes  of  the 
whole  party  through,  but  extinguished  their 
fires,  in  spite  of  every  effort  to  keep  them 
burning ;  and  it  was  with  some  difi&culty  and 
with  much  contrivance  they  managed  to  keep 
their  arms  and  powder  dry.  As  the  day 
dawned,  to  the  delight  of  Otho  and  his  band, 
the  rain  ceased  and  the  sun  broke  forth  cheer- 
ingly. 

About  noon  Vachero  remarked, with  a  laugh 
*'  I  wonder  whether  this  frog-eating  French- 
man intends  paying   us  his  promised  visit.'* 

"  I  trust  it  will  be  before  evening  sets  in," 
said  our  hero. 
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"  By  Jupiter !  there  is  our  scout,"  cried 
Vachero. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  man  came  up  to  where 
Otho  and  his  lieutenant  were  standing. 

"Well,  my  man,  what  news?"  asked 
Vachero. 

"  The  French  general  and  his  party  are 
coming  up  the  pass,  slowly  and  carelessly.'^ 

''How  many  of  them  are  there  ?"  asked  Otho. 

"  Only  eight,  my  lord,"  replied  the  man  ; 
"  and  I  think  four  or  five  out  of  the  eight  are 
only  servants." 

Orders  were  instantly  given,  and  xhe  whole 
party  proceeded  to  the  spot  which  our  hero 
had  indicated  as  the  one  best  suited  to  their 
purpose.  The  advancing  escort  soon  came  in 
sight,  when  Otho  exclaimed — 

"  By  Jove  !  Vachero,  they  have  got  my  own 
grey  horse,  that  I  left  in  Ajaccio." 

"  Yes,"  returned  Julio,  as  the  Frenchmen 
came  nearer,  ''  and  upon  my  life,  the  Marchese 
de  Maillebois  is  on  its  back." 
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"  Now,  my  men,"  said  Otho,  "  be  cool  and 
collected,  attend  strictly  to  my  orders,  and 
mind  my  signal." 

In  five  minutes  tlie  signal  was  given,  and 
the  whole  of  the  men  stood  directly  across  the 
road,  stopping  the  farther  progress  of  the 
French  general  and  his  party,  but  without  any 
demonstration  of  violence. 

"  Ha  !"  fiercely  exclaimed  de  Maillebois — 
reining  up  short  Otho's  grey  horse — his  face 
flushing  with  passion  and  surprise.  "  How 
is  this  ?  Tonnere  de  Dieu !  Kebels  in  arms !" 
his  hand  rested  upon  a  pistol  he  carried  in 
his  holster. 

The  general's  whole  party  seemed  panic 
struck,  two  of  the  domestics  turning  about 
their  mules,  started  off  at  a  furious  gallop. 

"Be  quick,"  whispered  Vachero,  "those 
rascals  will  bring  up  the  grenadiers." 

"  My  lordgeneral,"  said  Otho,  stepping  close 
up  to  de  Maillebois,  who  recognised  him  at 
once,     "  I  mean  no  violence — I  merely — " 


brokkn  fetters.  287 

"  Sir/'  shouted  the  general,  in  a  voice  of 
great  passion,  "  I  hold  no  parley  with  a 
rebel  with  arms  in  his  hands.  Lay  them 
down,  and,  perhaps,  I  may  then  hear 
you/' 

"There  is  no  perhaps  in  the  case,  my  lord," 
replied  our  hero,  calmly ;  "  this  time  you  must 
hear  me." 

*'Must!  and  to  me  !'*  cried  the  Marchese, 
his  lips  blanched  with  passion.  "  Take  my 
answer,  rebel ;''  and  drawing  a  pistol  from 
the  holster,  he  aimed  full  at  De  Briesbach's 
head,  the  ball  knocking  off  his  hat,  and  slightly 
wounding  him  in  the  temple. 

In  a  moment  the  general  was  in  the  iron 
grasp  of  Vachero,  and  his  followers  secured  by 
Gambogi  and  his  comrades. 

Vachero  fairly  lifted  de  Maillebois  from  his 
saddle  and  laid  him  on  the  ground. 

"Will  you  hear  me  now,  general?''  de- 
manded Otho,  as  de  Maillebois  rose  to  his 
feet. 
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'^ Never!"  he  exclaimed,  "with  arms  in 
your  hands,"  and  with  his  drawn  sword  he 
lunged  rapidly  at  Otho,  who  parried  his  thrust 
with  skill — for  had  not  De  Malllebois  bean 
blinded  with  passion,  he  would  have  given 
some  trouble  ere  he  was  disarmed.  As  it  was, 
he  slightly  wounded  De  Briesbach  in  the  arm ; 
but  the  next  moment  the  general's  sword  was 
on  the  ground,  and  himself  completely  at  the 
mercy  of  his  adversary. 

'*  Pardon  me,  my  lord,"  said  our  hero 
picking  up  the  general's  sword  and  reversing 
his  own,  holding  the  handles  of  both  towards 
de  Maillebois.  "  I  am  only  acting  as  I  in- 
tended doing  when  I  surrendered  Corte,  ac- 
cording to  your  own  conditions,  had  I  not 
been  waylaid,  and  nearly  basely  murdered  in 
cold  blood!" 

The  general  looked  Otho  steadily  and  sternly 
in  the  face,  at  the  same  time  wiping  the  pers- 
piration from  his  brow.  In  a  few  moments 
the  stern  expression  passed  from  his  features, 
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as  he  said,  laying  his  hand  upon  his  own 
sword — 

"  You  are  the  first  man,  Count  de  Briesbach, 
who  ever  made  that  weapon  leave  its  master's 
hand.  Keep  your  sword,  sir;  you  are  a 
brave  man.  Let  me  hear  what  you  have  to 
say." 

"  These  letters,  my  lord,  will  explain  pretty 
nearly  all  I  have  to  say,"  and  Otho  handed 
him  the  two  letters,  which  de  Maillebois  read, 
every  now  and  then  his  face  flushing  with 
indignation  at  the  treachery  of  Francisco  de 
Carignano. 

Otho  gave  all  the  particulars  of  the  meeting 
with  Carignano,  and  the  way  in  which  he  was 
shot,  as  well  as  of  the  escape  of  himself  and 
his  followers.  The  general  expressed  himself 
perfectly  satisfied,  and  folding  up  the  letters, 
placed  them  in  his  vest. 

Holding  out  his  hand  to  Otho,  he  said, 
cheerfully — 

VOL.   III.  o 
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"  I  can  always  shake  hands  with  a  man 
who  has  crossed  swords  with  me.'' 

Our  hero  shook  the  hand  held  out  cordially. 

'*  I  have  not  treated  you  fairly,  Count  de 
Briesbach,"  continued  de  Maillebois.  ''  Let 
your  followers  give  up  their  weapons,  and  I 
give  you  my  sacred  word  that  you  and  they 
shall  have  safe  passage  to  the  continent." 

A  loud  shout  from  De  Briesbach's  band,  and 
a  very  satisfactory  echo  from  the  general's 
attendants — who  had  considered  their  lives 
not  worth  a  ducat — pealed   through   the  air. 

Things  being  thus  satisfactorily  arranged, 
the  united  party  started  for  a  small  convent, 
not  far  off,  and  there  took  up  their  quarters 
for  the  night.  They  had  not  been  long  in  the 
convent  when  a  regiment  of  grenadiers  came 
up  at  a  forced  march. 

The  Marchese  de  Maillebois  and  Otho  de 
Briesbach  became  very  sociable,  and  passed 
the  evening  together  pleasantly,  whilst 
Vachero,  Gambogi,  and  the  French  officers, 
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in  another  apartment,  made  the  walls  of  the 
old  convent  ring  with  merriment,  to  the  con- 
sternation of  the  worthy  friars. 

The  next  morning  the  united  bands  reached 
Bastia,  causing  considerable  curiosity.  The 
Marquis  de  Maillebois,  had  during  their  conver- 
sation at  the  convent,  informed  his  companion 
of  the  departure  of  the  Count  de  Matra,  and 
his  daughter  and  household,  from  Bastia,  and 
of  their  intention  of  going  to  Florence. 

A  vessel  was  got  ready  immediately,  for 
De  Briesbach  had  explained  to  the  French 
general  how  absolutely  requisite  it  was  that 
he  should  arrive  in  Frankfort  in  time  to  pre- 
vent his  property  going  to  the  Church. 

"  I  hope,"  said  the  Marchese  de  Maillebois, 
as  he  pressed  the  hand  of  our  hero,  who  had 
won  for  himself  great  favour  in  their  few 
hours'  intercourse,  "  you  will  not  only  be  in 
time  to  save  your  property,  but  that  at  no  very 
distant  period,  you  will  give  me  the  pleasure 
of  renewing  our  acquaintance  in  Paris.*' 
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In  a  few  minutes  Otho  and  his  party  were 
sailing  away  for  Leghorn,  hut  the  wind  and 
waves  were  not  propitious  ;  a  violent  tempest 
arose  from  the  east,  tearing  the  canvass  to 
threads,  and  compelling  them  to  scud  before 
the  gale  under  a  bare  pole — for  they  had 
only  one — for  eight  and  forty  hours,  but  at 
length  they  made  the  port  of  Nice,  whence 
Otho  and  Vachero  started  instantly  for  Frank- 
fort, crossing  the  mountains  on  mules, 
arrived  at  Alessandria,  and  after  great  exer- 
tion reached  Frankfort  the  night  before  the 
decision  of  the  crown  lawyers  was  to  be  given. 

The  joy  of  Herr  Steinheim  was  exceedingly 
great  when  he  shook  Otho  heartily  by  the 
hand. 

"My  dear  young  friend,"  said  the  worthy 
lawyer,  "  I  had  almost  given  up  all  hope  of 
seeing  you  in  time  to  defeat  those  vile  Jesuit 
priests.  Better  late  than  never — better  late 
than  never.  I  shall  make  my  adversaries 
look  rather  small  when  I  produce  their  dead 
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man  to-morrow;"  and  Steinheim  gave  a  joyous 
laugh." 

''  I  have  had  some  narrow  escapes,  and  the 
story  of  the  well  was  not  one  of  the  narrowest.^' 

"  Ah !  your  good  uncle,  Theodore  the  First,'' 
said  the  lawyer,  with  a  grim  smile,  "  told  me 
you  knew  all  about  the  well.  By  the  bye,  I 
have  letters  for  you  from  him,"  and  unlock- 
ing a  desk,  took  out  a  packet,  which  he 
handed  to  Otho.  "Now,  my  dear  fellow' 
don't  stand  upon  ceremony  with  me;  I  know 
your  anxiety  about  your  uncle." 

Otho  broke  the  seal,  and  read  the  contents 
of  the  ex-king's  letter  with  much  emotion. 

"  I  fear  my  poor  friend  has  been  very  sadly 
disappointed  in  his  expectations.  King  of 
Corsica !  What  a  mad  idea  to  take  into  his 
head." 

"  He  has  been  wofully  deceived  by  more 
than  one  crowned  head.  Had  he  received  the 
support  he  was  promised,  his  ambitious  views 
might  have  been  realised.    It  is  better  as  it  is." 

0  3 
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"He's  gone  on  one  of  his  wanderings,  I 
suppose/'  said  tlie  lawyer. 

"Yes,  he  tells  me  I  shall  not  see  him 
again  for  a  year  or  two." 

"  I  wish  he  would  give  up  his  wanderings, 
and  settle  down  quietly  for  the  rest  of  his  life." 

"  Yes,  I  heartily  wish  so,  too,"  said  our 
hero,  "  and  1  trust  I  may  obtain  my  rights — " 

"  May  !  '*  almost  shouted  the  lawyer, 
"there's  no  may  in  the  case;  there's  not  the 
slightest  doubt." 

"  Well,  my  good  friend,  as  soon  as  I  take 
possession  I  hope  my  uncle  will  do  as  I  intend 
doing — settle  down   on  the  domain  for  life." 

Otho  rose  to  take  his  leave,  telling  Stein- 
heim  he  had  left  a  very  dear  friend  at  the 
hotel,  who  would  be  anxiously  expecting  him. 
"  Well,  let  me  see  you  to-morrow  morning 
at  breakfast,  and  bring  your  friend  with  you. 
There  is  little  to  say  about  the  law  proceed- 
ings. I  have  only  to  produce  you  in  court, 
and  the  matter  will  be  settled,  and  by  Jove  ! 
the  Jesuits  as  well,"   and  again   he   laughed 
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heartily,  as  he  shook  Otho's  hand  and  bade 
him  good-night. 

On  the  following  morning,  as  soon  as  the 
law  court  was  opened,  Steinheim  entered, 
followed  by  our  hero  and  Julio.  The  case 
was  the  first  heard,  and  when  Steinheim  pro- 
duced Count  Otho  de  Briesbach,  the  opposing 
lawyers  at  once  abandoned  their  claim,  much 
to  the  gratification  of  the  worthy  lawyer. 

After  thanking  Steinheim  for  his  great 
kindness  and  exertions,  and  with  a  promise  of 
soon  seeing  him  again,  de  Briesbach  and  his 
friend  Julio  started,  passing  over  the  Alps, 
and  entered  Italy  by  way  of  Como  and  Milan. 

*'  I  should  like  to  make  some  enquiry,"  said 
Vachero  to  his  friend,  as  they  sat  enjoying 
their  supper  at  a  comfortable  hotel  in  Milan, 
"  as  we  pass  through  Modena  to-morrow,  if 
anything  has  been  heard  of  my  mother  and 
sister,  for  I  have  a  presentiment  that  an  old 
friend  of  my  family,  residing  there,  will  be 
able  to  tell  me  if  they  are  dead  or  alive.'^ 
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"  We  will  start  early  in  the  morning,  and 
stop  at  Modena/^  said  Otho. 

''  No,  Otho,  you  must  leave  me  there,  for  I 
know  how  anxious  you  are  to  get  to  Florence, 
and  let  the  Lady  Vannina  know  of  your 
safety," 

"  I  can't  deny  my  wish  to  surprise  her  as 
speedily  as  possible,  and  Julio,  I  know  you 
will  lose  no  time  in  following  me." 

"No,  I  am  equally  anxious  to  clasp 
Laurina  to  my  heart,  and  will  just  write  a 
few  lines  for  you  to  give  her,  telling  her  the 
reason  of  my  not  going  with  you." 

The  following  morning  the  travellers 
started  early,  and  reached  Modena,  where 
they  parted — Julio  to  seek  for  his  mother,  and 
Otho  to  get  as  speedily  as  possible  to 
Florence. 


Seven  years  have  elapsed.     It  is  a  fine  day 
in  June,  and  the  sun  is  shining  brightly.     A 
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.lady  is  sitting  in  a  charming  summer-house  at 
the  end  of  a  large  garden,  which  was  gay 
with  all  sorts  of  flowers  and  fruits. 

"  Oh !  mamma,  darling,''  cried  a  little  boy, 
running  as  fast  as  his  little  legs  could  bear 
him  ;  ''  who  do  you  think  has  just  come?'' 

"  I  can't  tell,  darling  Julio,"  said  the 
Baroness  de  Hammerstein.  "  Perhaps  little 
Otho  Vachero."  The  Lady  Yannina  having 
become  the  happy  wife  of  Baron  Hammer, 
stein. 

"  What  a  good  guess  you  have  made,  dear 
mamma.  It  is  Otho,  and  we  shall  have  such 
a  happy  day." 

"No  doubt,  my  child.  Where  is  your 
brother?" 

*'  Oh !  he's  with  nurse  and  Grandpapa  de 
Matr^,  playing  ball  on  the  lawn." 

Our  heroine  smiled  at  the  idea  of  her 
father  playing  ball ;  bui  it  was  his  favourite 
grandchild  with  whom  he  was  playing,  the 
one  who  was  to  inherit  all  his  property. 
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*'Look,  mamma,  there  they  come;  I'll  run 
and  meet  Otho,"  and  away  started  the  child. 
Vannina  rose  and  walked  to  meet  her 
dear  and  constant  friend,  Lam'ina  Vachero, 
and  her  husband  embracing  the  former  affec- 
tionately and  shaking  hands  with  the  latter 
with  great  heartiness. 

"  It  is  some  days  since  I  saw  you,  Laurina," 
said  Vannina  Baroness  Hammerstein  ;  ''  what 
has  become  of  you?'' 

"  Why,  Julio  and  I  have  been  to  Modena 
for  a  few  days,  on  a  visit  to  his  mother  and 
sister,  whose  husband  has  not  been  in  very 
good  health.  He  is,  however,  better,  and 
they  have  all  promised  to  come  and  spend 
some  time  with  ns." 

''  What  has  become  of  the  Lady  Bianca  ?'* 
asked  Vannina. 

"  The  last  time  I  heard  of  her  she  was  on 
a  visit  to  a  distant  relation.  She  was  quite 
well,  and  wrote  cheerfully." 

"And  your  brother?" 
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"He  has  never  been  heard  of  since  his 
mysterious  disappearance.'' 

"  Where  is  Otho  ?"  asked  Vachero,  who  had 
been  looking  anxiously  about  the  grounds. 

"  He  is  not  far  distant.  He  will  not  be 
long  away,  when  he  hears  of  your  arrival.' ' 

"And  how  is  the  Baron  de  Newhoff?" 
asked  Julio. 

"  I  regret  to  say  he  left  us  last  week.  All 
our  entreaties  were  vain — even  Julio's  petition 
that  he  would  not  leave  us  failed.  He  has 
gone  on  one  of  his  wanderings.  It  has 
grieved  Otho  much  to  part  with  him." 

"And  the  Count  de  Matra  ?"  asked 
Laurina. 

"Oh!  he's  playing  ball  with  my  little 
brother,"  put  in  Master  Julio. 

"The  Count  de  Matra  playing  ball!" 
laughed  Vachero  and  his  wife  ;  "  they  say 
wonders  never  cease." 

"  He  seems  never  so  happy  as  when  play- 
ing or  talking  to  his  heir,  as  he  calls  the  little 
fellow,"  said  Vannina. 
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"Excuse  me,  ladies/*  said  Vachero,  sud- 
denly, "  I  see  Otho  in  yonder  plantation.  I'll 
join  him  and  see  what  he  is  after,"  and  away 
ran  Vachero,  leaving  his  wife  and  Vannina 
to  chat  over  old  times,  and  discuss  the  merits 
of  their  children. 

The  Baron  and  his  friend  were  absent  for 
some  time,  for  they  rambled  on  arm-in-arm, 
talking  over  improvements  to  be  made  on  the 
various  parts  of  the  estate  they  wandered 
over.  Nor  were  their  wives  and  children 
forgotten,  each  declaring  they  were  the  hap- 
piest husbands  in  the  world,  blest  as  they 
were  with  such  loving  and  sensible  wives,  so 
devoted  to  them  and  their  children. 


THE    END. 
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"  It  is  very  amusing." — Imperial  Eeview. 

"A  spirited,  interesting  story." — Court  Journal. 

"  There  is  no  lack  either  of  interest  or  character  in  this  book.  It 
is  seldom  a  first  novel  has  either  a  more  ingeniously  constructed  and 
well  balanced  plot,  or  more  distinctly  sketched  characters." — Sunday 
Times. 


In  1  Vol.    10s.  6d. 

THE  SPmSTEES  OF  SAm)HAM. 

BY  ONE  OF  THEMSELVES. 


In  Two  Vols.  21s. 

THE    RIVAL    DOCTORS, 

By  F.  TKOLLOPE. 

*  *  We  commend  this  novel  to  the  perusal  of  the  wife  and  daughters 
of  every  medical  man."— Noktheen  Times. 

"An  extremely  interesting  novel." — Daily  Post. 


In  3  Vols.    31s.  6d. 

OUR    BLUE    JACKETS 

AFLOAT  AND  ASHORE, 

By     F.     C.     ARMSTEONG, 

Author  of   "The  Two  Midshipmen,"    "The  Lily  of  Devon,'' 
"  The  Naval  Lieutenant,"  &c. 

*•  A  capital  tale  for  boys.'' — Church  and  State  Review. 

"  This  novel  win  be  more  read  and  better  liked,  and  give  more 
pleasure  to  the  young  of  both  sexes  than  any  of  the  numerous  Christ- 
mas tales  which  we  have  seen.  It  will  cheer  many  a  heart.— 
Daily  Post. 

"  It  is  long  since  we  have  read  so  thoroughly  interesting  a  book  as 
this.  There  is  no  doubt  this  novel  will  become  a  great  favourite  with 
the  pubhc,  as  it  is  written  to  interest  men  as  well  as  the  usual  readers 
of  such  books."— Observer. 

"Mr  Armstrong,  in  '  Our  Blue  Jackets,'  has  even  exceeded  in  style 
his  well- written  novel  of  '  The  Naval  Lieutenant,'  and  given  us  one 
continued  series  of  interesting  and  thrilling  incidents.  It  will  com- 
pare with  *  Midshipman  Easy,'   without  losing  thereby.'' — Reader. 

' '  Not  one  of  our  celebrated  naval  noveKsts  ever  wrote  a  better  tale 
than  '  Our  Blue  Jackets.'  There  is  no  modern  fiction  that  vdll  afford 
more  pleasure  to  readers  of  both  sexes."— Harrogate  Advertiser. 

"  Mr.  Armstrong  stands  unrivalled  as  a  writer  of  sea  tales  ;  '  Our 
Blue  Jackets'  is  by  far  the  best,  and  by  far  the  most  interesting  novel 
he  has  written.  His  descriptions  of  Spamsh  life  and  customs  give  it 
a  peculiar  interest.    It  will  be  a  great  favourite  with  lady  readers.'  -~ 

QSRALD. 
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In  2  Vols. 

A    TERRIBLE     WRONG. 

By  ADA  BUISSON. 

"  A  book  of  genuine  excellence,  far,  very  far  above  the  general  run 
of  novels.  The  story  is  interesting  and  powerfully  told  ;  the  charac- 
ters are  life-like,  and  it  is  altogether  very  dramatic." — Northeen 
Times. 


In  3  vols.,  31s.  6d. 

THE     GAIN    OF    A    LOSS, 

By  the  Author  of  "The  Last  of  the  Cavaliers." 

"The  story  is  well  told,  and  the  suspense,  the  constant  change 
from  hope  to  despair  at  first,  and  the  final  triumph  of  despair  forms 
a  most  touching  part  in  this  history  of  a  true  and  faithful  love." — 
Obseever. 

' '  The  author  of  '  The  Last  of  the  Cavaliers '  is  known  to  a  nu- 
merous body  of  readers,  and  this  new  book,  so  far  from  disappointing 
her  friends,  will  give  them  additional  pleasure  and  fresh  reasons 
for  their  admiration  of  a  truly  talented  writer."' — Manchestee 
Guardian. 

' '  An  excellent  novel  in  every  way  worthy  of  the  reputation  of  the 
author  of  '  The  last  of  the  Cavaliers.'  i  or  grace,  delicacy,  and  dra- 
matic skill,  we  have  read  few  things  so  good  in  the  novels  that  have 
recently  been  in  our  hands.'" — LoNrioN  Review. 

* '  The  book  is  pervaded  by  an  excellent  spirit.'' — Athen^sum. 


In  1  Vol ,  10s.  6d. 

ASHTON   MORTON, 

"Both  honest  and  well  meant.  Its  pages  do  not  contain  the 
faintest  suggestion  of  'sensationalism.'  They  breathe  throughout 
an  air  of  genuine,  every-day  religion.' — Athenaeum. 

"The  author  has  evidently  sketched  her  dramatis  personce  from 
life  ;  her  models  have  been  carefully  and  judiciously  chosen.  We 
heartily  commend  'Ashton  Morton'  to  the  perusal  of  those  who 
desire  to  meet  in  the  pages  of  fiction  characters  and  incidents  of 
every  day  life.  There  are  many  characters  in  it  it  will  not  be  easy 
to  forget."— Public  Opinion. 


In  3  Vols.     31s.  6d. 

THE      WILD      GAZELLE, 

AND  OTHER  TALES, 

By  C.  F.  ARMSTRONG, 

Author  of  "The  Two  Midshipmen,"   "Our  Blue  Jackets,"   "  Tlae 
Lily  of  Devon,"  &c. 


In  3  Yols.    31s.  6d. 

IS      IT      A      BLOT? 

By    the    Author    of    "The    Cream    of   a    Life." 
'*  It  is  well  written  and  has  considerable  interest." — Observer. 
"  A  story  pleasantly  told,  and  in  the  spirit  and  tone  of  a  gentleman. 
It  is  more  entertaining  than  '  The  Cream  of  a  Life,'  audit  has  all  the 
good  qualities  which  marked  that  novel." — Athen^um:. 

**We  can  strongly  recommend  this  novel.'  —Buxton  Herald. 


In  3  Yols.    31s.  6d. 

PLAYING    ON    THE    BRINK. 

By  the  Author  of  "  East  and  West." 

**  The  book  is  well  worth  reading." — Observer. 

*'  It  is  characterised  by  a  rare  refinement  of  feeling.  Apart  from 
the  poetic  touches  which  are  scattered  through  the  book,  its  interest 
is  that  of  a  carefully  drawn  study  of  character." — Morning  Post. 


In  2  Yols.    2l3. 

THE     PETTY  SHAMS. 

"  Mr.  Hutcheson  has  produced  a  pleasant  and  readable  book ;  pure 
in  its  didactic  tendencies,  and  showing  marks  both  of  fancy  and  ob- 
servation." 
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In  2  Vols.  2l3. 

LANDMARKS    OF    A    LIFE, 

By     B.    C.    AUSTIN. 

**  The  name  of  Austin  ranks  high  in  the  literary  annals  of  England, 
and  B.C.  Austin  will  add  another  link  to  its  honour.  '  Landmarks  of 
a  Life'  is  written  gracefully,  and  the  tale  is  one  of  great  interest." — 
Daily  Examiner. 


In  2  vols.,  21s. 

A      HEART      TWICE     WON, 

ByH.  L.   STEVENSON. 

Dedicated  (by  permission  of  his  daughter)  to  her  cousin,  the  late 
W.M.Thackeray. 

"The  characters  are  limned  with  a  steady  pencil,  and  the  colour- 
ing dashed  in  with  broad  lights." — Worcester  Herald. 

**  A  simple  story  pleasantly  told.'' — Bell's  Messenger. 

"  It  will  be  read  with  the  liveliest  interest."— Public  Opinion. 


In  3  Vols. 

BEATING     TO      WINDWARD, 

By  the  Honourable  C .  S.  SAVILE, 

Author  of  "Walter  Langley,"  "Leonard  Normandale,"  "Korah 
Kaplan,'"  &c. 


In  2  Vols. 

HETTY    GOULDWORTH, 

By   GEORGE    MACAULAY. 

**  The  author  writes  easily,  elegantly,  and  picturesquely .''—M AN' 
CHESTER  Guardian. 


In  2  Vols.     2l3. 

LILIAN'S    INHERITANCE. 

By    Mas.    WILLIAM    MUEEAY. 


In  3  Vols.    31s.  6d. 

A    TROUBLED     STREAM, 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Cliffords  of  Oakley." 

The  story  is  told  with  much  taste."— Bell's  Messexgee. 
'  It  is  a  pretty  story."— Observek. 


In  1  Vol.    5s. 

ALICE     SEYMOUR, 

Bt  mes.   geay, 

Author  of  the  "  Gambler's  Wife,"  &c. 

' '  A  healthy  moral  tale,  such  as  may  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the 
young."— Daily  Post. 


In  2  Vols.     21s. 

THE  MASTER  OF  WINGBOURNE. 

*'  One  of  the  very  few  novels  of  which  it  can  be  said  that  they  would 
be  more  acceptable  if  they  were  longer.  There  is  great  ability  shown 
in  the  pourtrayal  of  character.  The  scenes  are  thoroughly  and  forcibly 
dramatic,  and  show  great  power.' — Morning  Star. 

"  It  is  a  well- written  and  deeply  interesting  novel,  and  the  incidents 
are  told  with  force  and  cleverness.'  —Observer. 

*'The  story  is  well  told."— Church  and  State  Eeview, 

*'  *  The  Master  of  Wingbourne'  is  one  of  those  tales  which  enforces 
you  to  read  on  and  on,  a  proof  that  the  author  writes  with  a  purpose. 
—Morning  Advertiser. 

"It  is  a  good  novel,  and  deserves  to  be  freely  read."— Court 
Journal. 
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In  2  Vols,    21s. 

THE    CHEPFORD    PEOPLE, 

A    STOEY    ABOUT    THEMSELVES,    THEIR    PASTORS, 
MASTERS,    AND    NEIGHBOURS. 


NEW 


lu  3  Vols. 

NOBILITY. 


In  2  Vols. 

THROWN    ON    THE    WORLD. 

**The  book  is  readable,  and  free  from  all  objectionable  matter. 
The  author  desires  to  show  not  what  trouble  is,  but  the  readiest  and 
most  practicable  way  of  getting  out  of  it,  or  the  best  and  most  cheer- 
ful way  of  bearing  it  "— Athen^um. 

"  This  is  a  well-written  and  most  interesting  story  of  domestic  life, 
which  will  commend  itself  to  all  lovers  of  works  of  fiction  of  a  moral 
and  elevating  character."— Brighton  Examiner. 

*'This  is  a  pleasing  story,   in  which  the  battle  of  life  is  fought  by 
strong  wills  and  energetic  minds," — Observer. 
*' A  novel  pure  and  simple  ."—Church  and  State  Review. 


In  2  Vols.    21s. 

SHOT! 

By     F.     SHERIDAN. 

*'  The  plot  is  worked  out,  and  a  most  interesting  tale  is  well  evolved 
from  it,    Itis  a  most  deeply  interesting  romance," — Observer. 

**  We  have  seldom  met  with  a  story  told  so  spiritedly.  The  heroine's 
passionate  love  for  Lord  Sturdith  is  delightfully  depicted.  The  poach- 
ing gipsy  is  a  capital  character,  whose  daring  adventures  are  told  by 
Mr.  Sheridan  with  suitable  eclat . — Press  . 

*'  The  story  is  well  narrated.'' — Reader. 

*'  Vivid  descriptions,  clothed  in  fresh  and  agreeable  language,  prove 
the  ability  of  the  writer.  Mr,  Sheridan  succeeds  in  securing  the 
interest  of  his  readers.'— Public  Opinion. 
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In  2  Vols. 

LOST    AT     THE     WINNING    POST 

By  H.  L.  STEVENSON,  cousin  of  the  late  W.  M.  Thackeray, 
Author  of  "  A  Heart  Twice  Won." 


In  2  Vols. 

MY     SISTER     DAGMAR, 

By  the  Author  of  "  Uncle  Clive." 


TRODDEN     DOWN, 

By  Mrs.  C.  J.  NEWBY, 

Author  of  "Common  Sense,'"  "Kate  Kennedy,"  "Wondrous 
Strange,"'  &c. 

"Mrs.  Newby  has  written  several  tales  of  considerable  merit,  but 
nothing  has  come  from  her  pen  better  than  this  narrative  of  woman's 
trial,  error,  penitence,  and  atonement.  The  reader  will  peruse 
'  Trodden  Down'  with  pleasure." — Athenjeum. 

*' 'Trodden  Down'  will  firmly  establish  its  author  in  the  same 
rank  as  Miss  Mulock  and  the  author  of  '  Adam  Bede'  " — Globe. 

*'  We  have  not  for  a  considerable  time  read  a  story  of  so  much  in- 
terest "'—Observer. 

*' We  have  great  pleasure  in  calling  the  attention  of  the  reading 
public  to  the  best  novel  of  the  year,  '  Trodden  Down.'  "—Harrogate 
Advertiser. 

"  A  tale  of  deep  interest,  domestic  trials,  and  womanly  tender- 
ness, chastened  and  directed  by  high  moral  principles.  Mrs.  Newby 
is  mistress  of  the  art  of  connected  narrative.'  —  Mokxing  Advertiser. 

"The  book  is  a  good  book,  and  full  of  real  interest."— Church 
AND  State  Keview. 

"  The  characters  are  well  drawn,  the  incidents  graphically  delinea- 
ted, and  the  language  powerful  and  graceful."— Brighton  Examiner. 

"  The  work  is  a  true  novel ;  it  is  most  engrossing  in  its  details,  but 
it  is  at  the  same  time  a  really  good  book,  hsalthy  in  its  morality  and 
sound  in  its  philosophy.  "■ — Brighton  Gazette. 

"  Mrs.  Newby  tells  her  tale  with  simplicity  and  feeling,  and  thua 
renders  it  touching  and  attractive.'" — London  Review. 
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In  Three  Vols. 

IT    MAY    BE    TRUE, 

By    MRS.    WOOD. 
**  A  higHy  interesting  novel."'— Observer. 

*  *  '  It  may  be  True'  is  a  novel  good  enough  in  all  respects  to 
warrant  us  in  recommending  our  readers  to  read  it.  It  is  clever, 
spirited,  sensible,  and  interesting,  and  when  powerful  writing,  or 
vivid  description,  or  genuine  humour  is  wanted,  Mrs.  Wood  is  equal 
to  all  those  occasions." — AiHENiEUM. 


FOURTH    EDITION. 
In  Three  Vols. 

COMMON    SENSE, 

By  the  Author  of  "  Trodden  Down." 

*'  To  read  common  sense  in  a  novel  is  a  very  uncommon  thing,  but 
to  find  three  volumes  of  common  sense  is  perfectly  surprising  ;  yet 
such  is  the  qase  with  Mrs.  Newby's  last  work.  Every  chapter  con- 
tains an  instiructive  lesson  in  life,  an  object  set  before  us  to  acquii-e, 
and  the  meins  of  obtaining  it  by  the  most  upright  and  honourable 
means  It  may  with  safety  be  recommended  as  an  admirable  novel." 
—Observer, 

* '  We  have  read  this  novel  with  pleasure.  It  is  a  healthy,  sensible, 
and  interesting  story.  The  title  is  sober,  and  scarcely  indicates  the 
high  order  of  qualities  which  are  illustrated  in  the  narrative — a  story 
which  may  be  read  with  profit  as  well  as  pleasure.'' — Athenjium. 

_ "  We  predicted  that  '  Kate  Kennedy'  would  be  the  precursor  of  still 
higher  achievements,  and  we  have  not  been  disappointed.  It  can 
with  advantage  be  put  into  the  hands  of  the  youngest  novel  reader, 
who  may  learn  from  it  that  the  smallest  aifairs  in  life  maybe  regulated 
by  the  highest  principles.' — Victoria  Magazine. 

"The  whole  tone  of  the  book  is  healthy,  the  style  is  easy,  and  the 
laug>iage  well  chosen.  The  love  scenes  are  far  more  true  to  life  than 
the  sickly  sentimentalities  we  are  often  invited  to  accept  as  heart 
effusions  The  story  is  built  on  one  great  evil  of  the  present  day,  the 
living  b  'yond  one's  means,  and  we  would  particularly  call  attention  to 
the  good  feeling  which  is  shown  as  existing  between  the  different 
classes  of  society.  The  plot  is  simple  and  natural.  It  is  one  of  the 
best  novels  of  the  day,  the  healthy  tone  of  which  will  place  it  on  the 
same  shelf  with  those  of  Miss  Austen."— Reader, 
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In  3  Vols.    31s.  6d. 

THE     MAITLANDS, 

By  the  Author  of  "Three  Opporttuiities." 

''Each  chapter  is  a  homily  ;  every  volume  contains  a  world  of  good 
advice.  The  strictest  parent  might  rejoice  to  see  his  daughter  poring 
over  its  pages."— Londox  Keview. 


In  3  Vols. 

UNCLE    ARMSTRONG, 

By  lord  B******M, 
Author    of    "Masters    and    Workmen." 
The  style  is  simple  and  easy."— Eeader. 


In  2  Vols.    21s. 

THE     STORY    OF    NELLY    DILLON, 

By  the  Author  op  "Myself  and  my  Eelatives." 

"It  is  written  with  the  finished  simplicity  of  an  experienced  storyist, 
and  its  traits  of  Irish  life  and  modes  of  Irish  thoughts  and  expressions 
are  like  daguerreotypes  in  their  exactness  and  exquisite  expression. ' — 
Dublin  General  Advertiser. 

"  A  vigorous  tale,  most  true  in  its  sketches  of  Irish  life.  This  story 
must  have  been  ^\Titten  by  a  person  thoroughly  familiar  with  the 
modes  of  thought  and  forms  of  speech  which  characterise  the  Irish 
peasantry." — Warder. 

"Graphic  and  life-like. "—Daily  Express. 

"A  vigorous  tale,  most  true  in  its  sketches  of  Irish  life." — Dublin 
Evening  Packet. 

* '  This  novel  is  written  with  spirit,  and  the  language  is  enlivened 
with  considerable  wit  and  humour."-  Observer. 

*'* Nelly  Dillon' is  unapproachably  excellent.' — London  Review. 

"WeU  told,  and  fall  of  interest  j  altogether  a  superior  book." — 
Church  and  State  Revie\7. 


;lr.  Iltfoljtj's  BtibflkatbiTS. 


In  1  Vol.    Price  12s. 

THE    SPAS    OF    BELGIUM,     GERMANY, 
SWITZERLAND,  FRANCE,  AND  ITALY. 

By  THOMAS  MOEE  MADDEN,  M.D. 

"A  work  accurate  and  serviceable  in  all  its  important  details. 
The  chapter  on  the  art  of  travel  is  a  small  volume  in  itself." — 
Morning  Post. 

**  We  cordially  recommend  this  book  not  only  to  the  medical  pro- 
fession, but  to  educated  persons  of  every  calling," — Medical  Press. 

'_*The  great  value  of  the  book  lies  in  the  judicious  directions  given 
to  invalids  as  to  the  use  and  abuse  of  the  iudividual  springs  they  are 
enjoined  to  visit.' — The  Warder. 

*'Dr.  Madden's  *  Guide  to  the  Spas'  w^ill  find  equal  acceptance 
with  medical  and  non -professional  readers,  as  it  supplies  what  has 
bitherto  been  a  serious  want — namely,  a  complete  manual  on  the 
subject  of  miueral  waters." — Irish  Times. 


In  One  Vol.    lOs.  6d. 

AMERICAN     AND    ITALIAN     CANTATRICI. 

By  LUCIUS. 

**  If  half  the  anecdotes  be  true,  musical  gossip  must  bean  inex- 
haustible mine  for  novelists." — Standard. 

"Lucius  has  written  a  clever  and  amusing  work.  He  draws  an 
accurate  picture  of  a  phase  of  Italian  life  and  manners  but  little 
known  in  this  country.  In  a  simple  narrative,  the  author  has  worked 
up  materials  grotesque  and  pathetic,  humorous  and  grave,  in  the 
manner  of  an  artist."— The  Chronicle. 
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In  1  Vol.    10s.  6d. 

LOST    LINKS    IN   THE     INDIAN    MUTINY, 

By  H.  P.  MALET,  Esq.,  E.I.C.S. 


In  1  Vol.    143. 

THE    AGE    OF    PITT    AND    FOX, 

By  the  Author  of  "  Ireland  and  its  Rulers." 

The  Times  says  :  ' '  "We  may  safely  pronounce  it  to  be  the  best  text 
book  that  we  have  yet  seen  of  the  age  which  it  professes  to  describe." 

*'Itis  a  noble  work." — Quarterly  Eeview. 

**  It  is  a  powerful  piece  of  writing." — Spectator. 


In  2  Vols.    283. 

THE  HISTORY  OFIRISH  PERIODICAL 
LITERATURE, 

From  the  end  of  the  17th  to  the  middle  of  the  19th  century, 

By  R.  R.  madden,  M.R.I.A.,  &c. 

**  These  volumes  form  a  very  valuable,  as  well  as  interesting  com- 
pendium  of  Irish  History."— La^v  Times. 

*'Dr.  Madden's  volumes  contain  much  curious  matter."— Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

•'  This  is  really  a  very  useful  book."— Examiner. 

"  It  forms  not  only  a  valuable  acquisition  to  Irish  Literature,  but 
to  that  of  the  empire."— Dublin  Evening  Mail. 

"The  importance  of  such  a  work,  executed  as  it  is  with  care  and 
impartiality,  must  be  obvious." — Observer. 

"Dr.  Madden's  book  must  find  its  way  to  the  shelves  of  every 
library  worth  the  name." — Saunders'  New  Letter. 

"  Irish  Literature  is  deeply  indebted  to  Dr.  Madden  for  a  vast 
amount  of  information  on  the  social,  literary,  and  political  History 
of  Ireland."— Freeman's  Journal. 

"Dr.  Madden's  work  is  full  of  rare  and  curious  information." — 
London  Review. 

"Dr.  Madden  has  placed  his  country  under  great  obligations  by 
this  contribution  to  its  historical  literature." — Warder, 
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In  1  Vol.    Price  12s. 

ON       CHANGE       OF       CLIMATE, 

A  GUIDE  FOR  TRAVELLERS  IN  PURSUIT  OF  HEALTH, 

By  THOMAS  MORE  MADDEN,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.  Eng. 

Illustrative  of  tlie  Advantages  of  the  various  localities  resorted  to  by 
Invalids,  for  the  cure  or  alleviation  of  chronic  diseases,  especially 
consumption.  With  Observations  on  Climate,  and  its  Influences 
on  Health  and  Disease,  the  result  of  extensive  personal  experience 
of  many  Southern  Climes, 

SPAIN,  PORTUGAL,  ALGERIA,  MOROCCO,  FRANCE,  ITALY, 
THE  MEDITERRANEAN  ISLANDS,    EGYPT,  &c. 

"Dr.  Madden  has  been  to  most  of  the  places  he  describes,  and  his 
book  contains  the  advantage  of  a  guide,  with  the  personal  experience 
of  a  traveller.  To  persons  who  have  determined  that  they  ought  to 
have  a  change  of  climate,  we  can  recommend  Dr.  Madden  as  a  guide." 
— Athen^um. 

"It  contains  much  valuable  information  respecting  various 
favourite  places  of  resort,  and  is  evidently  the  work  of  a  well-in- 
formed physician."— Lancet. 

"Dr.  Madden's  book  deserves  confidence— a  most  accurate  and 
excellent  work."— Dublin  Medical  Review. 

' '  It  cannot  but  be  of  much  service  to  such  persons  as  propose 
leaving  home  in  search  of  recreation,  or  a  more  benign  atmosphere. 
The  Doctor's  observations  relate  to  the  favourite  haunts  of  English 
invalids.  He  criticises  each  place  seriatim  in  every  point  of  view." — 
Reader. 

"We  strongly  advise  all  those  who  are  going  abroad  for  health's 
sake  to  provide  themselves  with  this  book.  They  will  find  the  author 
in  these  pages  an  agreeable  gossiping  companion  as  well  as  a  pro- 
fessional adviser,  who  anticipates  moit  of  their  difficulties."— Dublin 
Evening  Mail. 

"To  the  medical  profession  this  book  will  be  invaluable,  and  to 
those  in  ill-health  it  will  be  even  more  desirable,  for  it  will  be  found 
not  merely  a  guide  for  change  of  climate,  but  a  most  interesting 
volume  of  travel.'— Globe. 

"  There  is  something,  and  a  great  deal  too,  for  almost  every  reader 
in  this  volume,  for  the  physician,  for  the  invalid,  for  the  historian, 
for  the  antiquarian,  and  for  the  man  of  letters.  Dr.  Madden  has 
rendered  a  necessary  service  to  the  profession  and  to  the  public  upon 
the  subject  under  notice." — Dublin  Evening  Post. 

*'Dr.  Madden's  woi'k  is  fraught  with  instruction  that  must  prove 
useful  both  to  practitioner  and  patients  who  study  it."— Saundees' 
News  Lettee. 
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In  3  Vols.,  demy  8vo.    £2  2s. 

THE   HISTORY    OF    THE     PAPAL   STATES, 

By  JOHN  MILEY,   D.D., 

Author  of  * '  Rome  under  Paganism  and  tlie  Popes." 

*'Dr.  Miley  supports  his  position  with  a  plenitude  and  profundity 
of  learning,  a  force  and  massive  power  of  reasoning,  a  perspicuity  of 
logical  prowess,  and  a  felicity  of  illustration  rarely  met  in  combined 
existence  amongst  historians  of  any  age." — Morning  Post. 

**  Illustrated  by  profound  learning,  deep  thought,  refined  taste, 
and  great  sagacity."— Dublin  Eeview, 

*'Wehaveno  hesitation  in  recommending  these  volumes  as  cha- 
racterized by  learning,  eloquence,  and  original  research." — Daily 
News. 


Price  Is.  6d. 

PRINCE    LIFE, 

By  G.  P.  R.  JAMES,  Esq., 
Author  of  "The  Gipsy,"    "Richelieu,"  &c. 

*•  It  is  worth  its  weight  in  gold."— The  Globe. 

"Most  valuable  to  the  rising  generation;  an  invaluable  little 
book."—  Guardian. 


In  3  Vols.  31s.  6d. 

NORTH     OF    THE     TWEED; 

OR,  LORANCE  LANGTON,  HIS  LIFE,    AND  ADVENTURES 

IN  SCOTLAND. 

By  D.  CROWBERRY. 

"  The  incidents  and  adventures  that  befel  the  hero  of  the  tale  are 
related  in  a  graphic  and  racy  manner." — Berwick  Warden. 

"  It  is  evidently  from  the  pen  of  a  Scotchman,  for  he  has  drawn 
his  characters  and  depicted  the  scenery,  '  North  of  the  Tweed,'  with 
great  fidelity." — Express. 

' '  We  have  been  highly  amused  with  this  book.  It  is  written  with 
such  profound  gravity." — Athenaeum. 
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In  1  Vol.,  10s.  6d. 

SKETCHES  FROM  NATURE  AND  JOTTINGS 
FROM  BOOKS, 

By   W.   H.    C.    NATION, 

Author  of  "  Cypress  Leaves,"  "  Trifles." 

"  The  author  treats  of  a  variety  of  subjects  connected  with  the 
manners  and  habits  of  modern  life  in  a  humourous  spirit.'' — London 
Review. 


In  2  vols.,  price  21s. 

SHELLEY    AND     HIS    WRITINGS, 

By  C.  S.  MIDDLETON,  Esq. 

**  Never  was  there  a  more  perfect  specimen  of  biography," — 
Walter  Savage  Landok,  Esq. 

"Mr.  Middleton  has  done  good  service.  He  has  carefully  sifted 
the  sources  of  information  we  have  mentioned,  has  made  some  slight 
addition,  and  arranged  his  materials  in  proper  order  and  in  graceful 
language.  It  is  the  first  time  the  mass  of  scattered  information  has 
been  collected,  and  the  ground  is  therefore  cleared  for  a  new  genera- 
tion of  readers.  '—Athenaeum. 

"  The  life  of  the  poet  which  has  just  appeared,  and  which  was 
much  required,  is  written  with  much  beauty  of  expression  and  clear- 
ness  of  purpose.  Mr.  Middleton's  book  is  a  masterly  performance." 
-—Somerset  Gazette. 

*'  Mr.  Middleton  has  displayed  great  ability  in  following  the  poet 
through  all  the  mazes  of  his  life  and  thoughts .  We  recommend  the 
work  as  lively,  animated,  and  interesting.  It  contains  many  curious 
disclosures."— Sunday  Times. 


In  3  Vols.,  price  54s. 

A  CATHOLIC   HISTORY  OF   ENGLAND, 

By  W.  B.  MAC  CABE,  Esq. 

"This  work  is  of  great  literary  value.' —Times. 

"  A  better  book,  or  more  valuable  contribution  to  historical  litera- 
ture, has  never  been  presented  to  the  reading  pubhc." — Observer. 

"  A  valuable  and  extraordinary  work.'— Quarterly  Eeview, 
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In  2  Vols.,  21s.,  cloth. 

THE   LIFE  OF  PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY, 

By  CAPTAIN  MEDWIN, 

Author  of  '*  Conversations  with  Lord  Byron." 

**  This  book  must  be  read  by  every  one  interested  in  literature.'" — 
Morning  Post. 

*' A  complete  life  of  Shelley  was  a  desideratum  in  literature,  and 
there  was  no  man  so  competent  as  Captain  Medwin  to  supply  it." — 
Inquirer. 

"The  book  is  sure  of  exciting  much  discussion."— LITERARY 
Gazette. 


Second  Edition,  now  ready,  in  3  "Vols  ,  price  42s. 
THE    LITEEARY    LIFE    AND     COBEESPONDENCE 

or  THE 

COUNTESS    OF    BLESSINGTON, 

By  R.  madden.  Esq,   F.R.CS.    ENG. 

Author  of  "  Travels  in  the  East,"  "  Life  of  Savonarola,"  &c. 

"  We  may,  with  perfect  truth,  affirm  that  during  the  last  fifty 
years  there  has  been  no  book  of  such  peculiar  interest  to  the  literary 
and  political  world.  It  has  contributions  from  every  person  of  literary 
reputation — Byron,  Sir  E.  Bulwer,  who  contributes  an  original 
Poem,  James,  D'Israeli,  Maryatt,  Savasre  Landor,  Campbell,  L.  E. 
L.,  the  Smiths,  Shelley,  Jenkyn,  Sir  W.  Gell,  Jekyll,  &c.,  &c.  ;  as 
well  as  letters  from  the  most  eminent  Statesmen  aud  Foreigners  of 
distinction,  the  Duke  of  Wellingtou,  Marquis  Wellesley,  Marquis 
Douro,  Lords  Lyndhurst,  Brougham,  Durham,  Abinger,  &c." — 
Morning  Post. 


In  1  "Vol.,  price  2s.  6d. 

DRAWING-ROOM  CHARADES  FOR  ACTING, 

By  C.  WAEEEN  ADAMS,  Esq. 

"  A  valuable  addition  to  Christmas   diversions.      It  consists  of  a 
number  of  well- constructed  scenes  for  charades," — Guardian. 
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THE  FOUETH    EDITION,   ILLUSTRATED. 
In  1  Vol.,  post  8vo.,  price  7s.  6d. 

A  NARRATIVE  OF  ADVENTURES  IN 
FRANCE  AND  FLANDERS, 

DURING  THE  LATE  WAR, 

By  captain    EDWARD    BOYS, 

Royal  Navy. 

"  Readers  will  like  this  curious  narrative,  vvhicli  has  all  the  charm 
of  truthfulness,  which  few  writers,  excepting  De  Foe,  could  have 
written  half  so  truthfully  ;  and  Captain  Boys'  interesting  and  patri- 
otic story  is  all  truth  in  itself." — Illustrated  Times. 

* '  Many  of  the  events  recorded  have  long  since  become  matters  of 
history  ;  they  are,  however,  so  mixed  up  with  personal  adventures, 
simple  truth  conveyed  in  a  simple  form,  that  we  read  on  with  un- 
flaiyging  attention." — Morning  Advertiser. 

"  Every  youth  in  Her  Majesty's  dominions  should  read  these  ad- 
ventures."— Daily  Post. 


In  1  Vol.,  £1  Is.,  Second  Edition. 

ILLUSTRATED  WITH  FIFTY-FOUR  SUBJECTS  BY 

GEORGE  SCARF,  JUNR. 

THE    MANNERS    AND    CUSTOMS    OF    THE 
GREEKS. 

By  THEODORE   PANOFKA 

(of   BERLIN). 

The  Times  says  :  "  This  new  pubUcation  may  be  added  to  a  series 
of  works  which  honourably  characterize  the  present  age,  infusing  a 
knowledge  of  things  into  a  branch  of  learning  which  too  often  con- 
sisted of  a  knowledge  of  mere  words  and  furnishing  the  general  stu- 
dent with  information  which  was  once  exclusively  confined  to  the 
professed  archaeologist.  As  a  last  commendation  to  this  elegant  book, 
let  us  add  that  it  touches  on  no  point  that  ca  n  exclude  it  from  the 
hands  of  youth." 

*'  It  will  excellently  prepare  the  student  for  the  uses  of  the  vases  in 
the  British  Museum.'" — Spectator. 

"  Great  pains,  fine  taste,  and  large  expense  are  e\'ident.  It  does 
infinite  credit  to  the  enterprising  publisher."— Literary  Gazette, 
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In  1  Vol,  post  8vo.,  price  6s. 

SPIRITUALISM  AND  THE  AGE  WE  LIVE  IN, 

By  Mrs.  CROWE, 
Author  of  "  Night  Side  of  Nature."  "Ghost  Stories,  &c." 


Inl  Yol.,10s.6d. 

ADVENTURES  OF  A  SERF'S  WIFE  AMONG 
THE   MINES   OF   SIBERIA. 

**  In  this  volume  the  reader  will  find  a  very  graphic  and  truthful 
idea  of  the  physical  condition  of  a  large  portion  of  Russia  and  its 
people.'— Observee. 

**  A  better  idea  of  the  inner  parts  of  Russia  may  be  derived  from 
reading  this  single  volume  than  from  any  works  of  travel.'' — London 
Review. 

"The  story  is  of  deep  interest,  while  the  charming  sketches  of 
Russian  peasant  life  are  deserving  of  great  praise.'' — Public 
Opinion. 

*  *  *  The  Serfs  Wife '  might  aspire  to  be  reckoned  among  works  of 
history.' — Church  and  State  Review. 


Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  Earl  Granville,  Lord  President  of 
the  Committee  of  Council  on  Education. 

Price  2s.  plain,  and  2s.  6d.  gilt  edges. 

^'OLD     SAWS    NEWLY    SET." 

"  Earl  Granville's  recognition  of  this  little  book  is  a  certain 
guarantee  of  its  usefulness  and  ability.  It  will  cause  delight  to 
thousands  of  young  hearts,  as  well  as  give  a  moral  tone  to  thousands 
of  young  minds.  As  a  book  for  schools,  and  for  families  educated 
at  home,  we  can  affirm  there  have  been  few  books  published  of  greater 
value  "-Daily  Post 

*'  The  efficacy  and  attractiveness  of  allegory  as  a  means  of  illus- 
trating great  moral  truths  have  been  acknowledged  in  all  ages,  and 
ilr.  George  Linley's  genius  has  done  good  service  in  pubhahing  this 
'new  version  of  old  fables,'  This  new  setting  of  old  saws  is  well 
timed  and  appropriate.  Mr.  Linley's  view  is  graceful  and  melodious, 
and  while  he  tells  his  familiar  stories  in  a  gay  and  easy  manner,  he 
takes  care  to  point  their  moral  with  a  piquancy  and  precision  not  to 
be  misunderstood.'" — Morning  Post. 
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In  2  Vols.    Price  21s  . 

NAPLES, 
bt  lord  b***»**m. 


In  1  Vol.,  price  7s.  6d. 

TAORMINA    AND    OTHER    POEMS. 

*' It  is  written  with  a  rare  mixture  of  spirit  and  grace,  and  beara- 
the  marks  of  a  highly  cultivated  mind,  enriched  by  travel  and  by 
classic  lore." — Scotsman. 


In  1  Vol.,  Post  8vo.,  Price  10s.  6d. 

HEROIC      IDYLLS, 

AND   OTHER  POEMS, 

By  WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR. 

**  These  Idylls  may  take  their  place  with  those  heretofore  given  us 
by  Mr.  Landor.  Judged  of  simply  by  their  merits,  they  compel  that 
rare  admiration  which  we  yield  only  to  noble  ideals  made  palpable  by 
true  heart.  As  recent  works  they  claim  the  tribute  of  our  wonder, 
no  less  than  of  our  delight." — Athen^um. 

"The  same  classical  feeling  which  has  given  a  harmony  even  to 
the  most  fanciful  of  his  '  Imaginary  Conversations,'  and  moulded  the 
thoughts  of  an  English  poet  in  the  lines  of  Greek  simplicity  and 
beauty,  is  to  be  found  here,  as  delicately  marked  as  ever.  Few 
artists  of  modern  times  have  takenalai'ger  range,  or  have  carried  out 
a  clearly  conceived  purpose  with  a  steadier  hand.  When  Mr.  Landor 
is  gone,  we  shall  have  lost  at  once  the  founder,  and  almost  the  only 
follower  of  a  peculiar  and  grand  school." — Saturday  Review. 

*'Here  we  recognise  the  dignified  pathos  and  tranquil  beauty  cha- 
racteristic of  the  best  of  his  '  Hellenics.' " — Reader. 

"Mr  Lander's  works,  stamped,  as  they  are,  with  the  impress  of 
high  and  original  intellect,  will  ensure  for  him  a  proud  position 
among  the  master  minds  of  the  period."— Bell's  Messenger. 

*' Passages  full  of  vigorous  and  tender  expression,  and  containing 
sentiments  and  thoughts  in  accordance  wdth  the  former  works  of  the 
poet."— Observer. 

*■  A  book  of  rare  merit,  containing  many  passages  of  singular 
power,  grace,  and  freshness  of  style,  which  it  would  be  hard  to  match 
in  any  modern  versifier."— Morning  Herald. 
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In  1  Vol.,  price  Is.  6d.    lOth  edition. 

THE    FIRST    LATIN    COURSE, 

By  Rev,  J.  AENOLD. 
*'  For  beginners,  this  Latin  Grammar  is  nnequalled." — Scholastic  , 


In  1  Vol.,  7s.  6d. 

ON    SEX    IN    THE     WORLD     TO     COME, 

By  the  Eev.  G.  HOUGHTON,  A.M. 

'*  A  peculiar  subject ;  but  a  subject  of  great  interest ;  and  in  thig 
volume  is  treated  an  a  masterly  style.  The  language  is  surpassingly 
good,  showing  the  author  to  be  a  learned  and  thoughtful  man."— New 

QUAETEELY  REVIEW. 


In  1  Vols.    10s.  6d. 

A  HISTORY   OF   THE   KINGS   OF    JUDAH, 

By  lady  CHATTERTON. 

"No  Protestant  family  should  be  without  this  excellent  work."— 
New  Quaeteely  Review. 


In  1  Vol.,  OS.     Second  Edition. 

THE     ROCK     OF     ROME, 

By  the  late  J.  SHERIDAN  KNOWLES, 
Author  of  "  Virginia,"  &c. 

"Mr.  Knowles  appears  to  be  only  a  believer  in  hie  Bible,  as  he 
comes  forward  in  this  work  with  an  earnestness  which  all  true- 
hearted  men  will  appreciate."  — Examinee. 

*'  It  is  a  vivid  and  eloquent  exposure  of  the  lofty  pretensions  of  the 
Church  of  Rome,'— Moening  Heeald. 

"It  should  be  in  the  Hbraries  of  all  Protestants."— Moexing  Post, 
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In  1  Vol.,  post  8vo.,  plateSj  price  10s.  6d. 

DEAFNESS  AND    DISEASES  OF  THE  EAR 

The  Fallacies  of  present  treatment  exposed  and  Remedies  sug- 
gested from  the  experience  of  half-a-century. 

By  W.  WRIGHT,  Esq  , 

Surgeon  Aurist  (by  Royal  Sign  Manual),  to  Her  Majesty  the  kte 
Queen  Charlotte,  &c. 


In  1  Vol.,  8vo. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE   MODERN  MUSIC  OF 
WESTERN   EUROPE, 

FEOM   THE   FIRST   CENTURY  OF  THE    CHRISTIAN  ERA 
TO  THE  PRESENT  DAY, 

vith  examples  and  an  appendix  explanatory  of  the  theobt 
of  the  ancient  greek  music. 

By     G.     R.     KIESWITTER; 

With  notes  by  R.  Muller. 

**Herr    Kieswitter  writes    clearly    because   he    sees   clearly." — 
Athen^um. 


In  1  Vol.,  price  5s. 

FISHES    AND    FISHIIvG, 

By  W.  WRIGHT,  Esq. 

"Anglers  will  find  it  worth  their  while  to  profit  by  tie  author's 
experience," — Athenaeum. 

The  pages  abound  in  a  variety  of  interesting  anecdotes  ccnneeted 
with  the  rod  and  the  line.  The  work  will  be  found  both  ui-(  ful  and 
entertaining  to  the  lovers  of  the  piscatory  art."— Morning  1'ost, 
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Fonrtli  Edition,  4s. 

THE    BEE-KEEPER'S    GUIDE, 

Bv  J.  H.  PAYNE,  Esq. 
*'  The  best  and  most  concise  treatise  on  the  management  of  bees. 

QUAKTEELY  EeVIEW. 


In  1  Vol.,  demy  8vo,,  price  12s. 

THE  SPORTSMAN'S   FRIEND    IN  A  FROST, 

By  HAEEY  HIEOVER. 

*'  Harry  Hieover's  practical  knowledge  and  long  experience  in  field 
sports  render  his  writings  ever  amusing  and  instructive.  He  relates 
most  pleasing  anecdotes  of  flood  and  field,  and  is  well  worthy  of 
study.'— The  Filld. 

* '  There  is  amusement  as  well  as  intelligence  in  Harry  Hieover's 
book."— Athen^um. 


Fourth  Edition.    Price  2s.  6d 

THE  PROPER  CONDITION  OF  ALL  HORSES, 

By  harry  HIEOVER. 

"It  should  be  in  the  hands  of  aU  owners  of  horses."— Bell's  Life. 

**  A  work  which  every  owner  of  a  horse  will  do  well  to  consult.'' — 
MoENiNG  Herald. 

"  Every  man  who  is  about  purchasing  a  horse,  whether  it  be  hun- 
ter, riding  horse,  lady's  palfrey,  or  cart  horse,  ^\i]l  do  A\ell  to  ttake 
himself  acquainted  with  the  contents  of  this  book.' —  Sportikg 
Magazine. 


In  1  Vol.,  price  os. 

THE     SPORTING    WORLD, 

By  harry  HIEOVEB. 

**  Reading  Harry  Hieover's  book  is  like  listening  lazily  and  luxuri- 
ously   after    dinner  to   a  quiet,   gentlemanlike,    clever  talker." — 

AXHENiEUM. 

'•  It  will  be  perused  with  pleasure  by  all  who  take  an  interest  in  the 
manly  games  of  our  fatherland.  It  ought  to  be  added  to  every  sports- 
man's library."— Sporting  Review. 
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In  1  Vol.,   demy  8vo.,  price  12s. 

SPOETING  FACTS  AND  SPORTING  FANCIES, 

By  harry  HIEOVER, 

Author  of  "  Stable  Talk  and  Table  Talk,"  "The  Pocket  and  the 
Stud,"  *'  The  Hunting  Field,"  &c. 

**This  work  will  make  a  valuable  and  interesting  addition  to  the 
sportsman's  library."— Bell's  Life. 

"  In  addition  to  the  immense  mass  of  practical  and  useful  infor- 
mation with  which  this  work  abounds,  there  is  a  refreshing  buoyance 
and  dash  about  the  style,  which  makes  it  as  attractive  and  fascinat- 
ing  as  the  pages  of  the  renewed  Nimrod  himself." — Dispatch. 


In  1  Vol.,  post  8vo.,  price  10s.  6d. 

OUR    PLAGUE     SPOT. 

In  connection  with  our  Policy  and  Usages  as  regards  Women,  our 
Soldiery,  and  the  Indian  Empire. 


In  1  Vol.,  price  7s.  6d. 

THE  BEAUTIES  OF  JEREMY  TAYLOR. 

' '  We  are  bound  to  say  that  the  collector  of  Jeremy  Taylor's  ele- 
gant thoughts  and  aspirations  has  done  his  duty  successfully.  The 
work  will  be  duly  appreciated  by  the  reading  public."— Examiner. 


In  1  Vol.,  price  7s.  6d. 

TflE  BEAUTIES  OF  ISAAC  BARR07/". 

"This  book  is  a  fitting  companion  to  the  '  Beauties  of  Jfremy 
Taylor,'  and  will  be  useful  to  the  scholar  for  extracts."— MoRNI^G 
Post. 


In  1  Vol.,  price  2s,  6d. 

CHARADES     FOR    ACTING 
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